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Lou Witt had had her owi^way so lonjjf, that t>y the age of 
gVventy-five she didn’t know where she was. Having one’s own 
way landed one completely at sea. 

* To be su*e for a v^hile she* had failed in her grand love^ffair 
with Rico. And then she had had something really to despair 
about. But even that had worked out as she wanted. Rico had 
come back to her, and was dutifully married to her. And now, 
when she was twenty^fm and he was three months older, they 
were a charming married couple. He flirted with other women 
still, to be sure. He wouldn’t be the handsome Rico if he 
didn’t. # But she had ‘got’ him. Oh yes! You had only to see 
the uneasy backward glance at her, from his big blue eyes : 

‘ fust like a hoi%e that is edging away from its master: to know 
how confffletely he was mastered. 

She, with her odd little museau, not exactly pretty -but very 
attractive; and h jr quaint' air of playing at bejng welat>red, in 
a sort of charade game; and her queer familiarity witk foreign 
cities and foreign languages; and the lurking sense of Deing an 
outsider everywhere, like a sort of gipsy, who is at home any- 
where and nowhere:* all this made up her charm and her 
failure. She didn’t quite belong. 

Of course she was American* Louisiana family, moved 
down to Texas. And she was moderately rich, with no close 
relation except her mother. But she had been sent to school 
in France when she was twelve, and since she had finished 
school, she had drifted from *Paris to Palermo, Biarritz to 
Vienna and*back via Munich to London, then down again to 
Rome. Only fleeting trips^to her Americ#. 

So what sort of American was she, after all? 

And what* sort of European was she either? She didn’t 
‘belong’ anywhere. Perhaps most of all in Rome, atnong the 
artists and the Embassy people. 1 

It was irf Ronfe she hac^met raco. Jig was an Australia, 
son <Sf a government officii in Melbourne, wh6 ha^ been maae 
a, baronet. So one day Rico would be Sir Henry; as he was 
the only son. Meanwhile he floated* round Europe on a very 
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small allowance — his father wasn’t rich in capital — and was 
being an artist. 

They met in Rome when they were twenty-two, and had a 
love affair in Capri. Rico was handsome, elegant, but mostly 
he had spots of paint on his trousers and he ruined a neck-tie 
pulling it off. He behaved in a most floridly elegant fashion, 
fascinating ttfthe Italians. But aj^the same time he was canny 
and shrewd and sensible as any young poser could be and, 09 
principle, good-hearted, anxious. He was anxious for his 
future, and anxious for his place 1 in the world, he was poor, 
and suddenly wasteful in spite of all his tension of economy, 
and suddenly spiteful in spite of all his ingratiating efforts, 
and suddenly ungrateful in spite of all Irs burden of grati- 
ude, and suddenly rude in spife of alt his good manners, and 
suddenly detestable in spite of ail his suave; courtier-like 
amiability. 

He was fascinated by Lou’s quaint aplomb, her expediences, 
her 'knowledge', her gamine knowingness, her aloneness, her 
pretty clothes that were sometimes an utter failure, and hti 
southern 'drawl' that was sometimes so irritating. \hat sing- 
song which was so American. Yet she used no Americanisms 
at all, Accept when she lapsed into* her odd spasms of acid 
irony ,/^lien she was very American indeed! 

And she was fascinated by Rico. They played to each other 
like two butterflies at one flower. They pretended to be very 
poor in Rome — he was poor : and very rich in Naples. Every- 
body stared their eyes out at them. And they had that love 
affair in Capri. 

But they reacted badly on each other's nerves. She became 
ill. Her mother appeared. He couldn’t stand Mrs. Witt, and 
Mrs. Witt couMn’t stand him. There was a terrible fortnight. 
Then Lou was popped into a convent nursing-home in Umbria, 
and Rico dashed off to Paris, 1 Nothing would stOp him. He 
must go back to Australia. 

He went to Melbourne, and while there his father died, leav- 
ing him a baronet’s title and an income still ve^y moderate. 
Lou visitfed America once more, as the strangest of strange 
lands to her. £he came aw^^aisheartened, panting for Europe, 
and, of course, doomed to meet R^co again. « c 
•They couldn’t get* 4 way from ong^ another? «tven though in 
the course ^of their rather f restrained correspondence he ip- 
formed her that he was ^pipbably' marrying a very dear girl. 
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friend of hi£ thildhood, only daughter of one* of the oldest 
families in Victoria. Not saying ijiuch. 

He didn’t commit the probability, but reappeared in Paris, 
wanting to paint his head off, terribly inspired by Cezanne 
and by old Renoir. He dined at the Rotonde with Lou amf 
Mrs. Witt, who, with her queer democratic New Orleans sort 
of conceit, looked round th^ drinking-hall witff savage con- 
tempt, ani at Rico as part of the show. “Certainly,” she said, 
‘Vhen these people here have got any money, they fall in 
lotfe on a firil stomach. And # when they’ve got no moneyfthey 
fall in love with a full pocket. I never was in a rr*>re disgust- 
ing place. They take their love like some people take after- 
dinner pills.” 

She would watch her arching, full, strong grey eyes, 
sitting there fcrect and silent in her well-bought American 
clothes. And then she would deliver some such charge of 
grape-slfot. Pico always writhed. 

Mrs. Witt hated Paris: “this sordid, unlucky city,” she 
"'Ailed it. “Something unlucky is bound to happen to me in 
this sinister, unclean town,” she said. “I feel contagion in the 
air of this place. For heaven's sake, Louise, let go to 
Morocco or soir. where.”* 

“No, mother dear, I can't now. Rico has proposec^tt) me, 
and I have accepted him. Let us think about a wedding, shall 
we?” 

“There!” said Mrs. Witt. “I said it was an unlucky city!” 

And the peculiar look of extreme New Orleans annoyance 
came round her sharp nose. Buf Lou and Rico were both 
twenty-four years old, and beyond management. And, any- 
how, Lou would be Lady Carrington. But Mrs. Witt was 
exasperated beyond exasperation. She would "almost rather 
have preferred Lou to elope witlj one of the great, evil porters 
at Les Halle?. Mrs. Witt was at the age when the malevolent 
male in man, the old Adim, begins to lfcom above all the 
social tailoring. And yet — and yet — it was better to have 
Lady Carrington for a daughter, seeing Lou was that sort. 

There was a marriage, after which Mrs. Witt departed to 
America, Lou and Rico leased T#l#ttle old hqjise in .West- 
minster, and began to settle into "a ceijain layer of English 
society. Rico was becoming an almost* fashionable portrait- 
painter. At least,* he was almost fashionable, whether his 
portraits were or not. And Lou, too, .was almost fashionable: 
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almost a hit. t There was some flaw somewhere: In spite of 
their appearances, both Ricp and she would never quite go 
down in any society. They were the drifting artist sort. Yet 
neither of them was content to be of the drifting artist sort. 
*rhey wanted to fit in, to make good. 

Hence k the little house in Westminster, the portraits, the 
dinners, the ‘friendS, and the jfisits. Mrs. Witt came and 
sardonically established herself in a suite in a quiet°but good- 
dass hotel not far off. Being on the spot. And her terrible 
grey^eyes with the touch of a leer looked on atrthe hollow 
mockery ofc things. As if she knew of anything better! 

Lou and Rico had a curious exhausting effect on one 
another: neither knew why. They were fend of one another. 
Some inscrutable bond held , them together. But it was a 
strange vibration of the nerves, rattier than of 'the blood. A 
nervous attachment, rather thaiv a sexual love. A curious 
tension of will, rather than a spontaneous passion. Each was 
curiously under the domination of the other. They were a 
pair — they had to be together. Yet quite soon they shrank 
from one another. This attachment of the will and Lhe nerves 
was destructive. As soon as one felt strong, the other felt ill 
As sooj/as the hi one recovered strength, down went the one 
who ifqd been well. 

And soon, tacitly, the marriage became more like a friend- 
ship, platonic. It was a marriage, but without sex. Sex was 
shattering and exhausting, they shrank from it, and .became 
like brother and sister. But still they were husband and wife. 
And the lack of physical relation was a secret source of un- 
easiness and chagrin to both of them. They would neither of 
them accept it. Rico looked with contemplative, anxious eyes 
at other womdn. 

Mrs. Witt kept track of eyerything, watching, as it were, 
from outside thedence, like a potent well-dressed 1 demon, full 
of uncanny energy and a shattering sort of sense. She said 
little : but her small, occasionally biting remarks revealed her 
.attitude of contempt for the menage. 

Rico Entertained clever and well-known peopfe. Mrs. Witt 
would % appea^. in her NeiA^'ork gowns and* few good jewels. 
Sjpe was handsome f with per vigorous gr«v hair. But her 
heavy-lidded grt:y eyes were the aegpair of any hostess AThey 
looked too many shattering things. And it was but too 
obvious that these clevq*, •well-known English people got on 
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her nerves teitibly, with their finickiness and their fine-drawn 
discriminations. She wantejl to ptit her foot through all these* 
fine-drawn distinctions. She thought continually of the house 
of her girlhood, the plantation, the negroes, the planters : the 
sardonic grimness that underlay all the big, shiftless life. Ana 
she wanted to cleave with some of this grimness of the big, 
dangerous America, into th£ safe, finicl!y drawing-rooms of 
Jxmdon. *So naturally she was not popular. 

But being a woman of energy, she had to do something. 
Quring th« latter gart of*the war she had worked fh the 
American Red Cross in France, nursing. She loved men — real 
men. But, on close contact, it was difficult to define what she 
meant by 'real’ man. She never met any. 

Out of the d^bdc/e^bftthe war she had emerged with an odd 
piece of debris, in the sliape of Gerdnimo Trujillo. He was 
an American, son of a Mexican father and a Navajo Indian 
mothei* from Arizona. When you knew him well, you recog- 
nised the real half-breed, though at a glance he might pass as 
"^sunburnt cfeizen of any nation, particularly of France. He 
looked If Re a certain sort of Frenchman, with his curiously-set 
dark eyes, his straight black hair, his thin black moustache, 
his rather long cheeks, 'and his almost slouching, diffident, 
sardonic bearing. Only 4 when you knew him, anc^ looked 
right into his eyes, you saw that unforgettable glint of the 
Indian. 

He had been badly shell-shocked, and was for a time a 
wreck. Mrs. Witt, having nursed him into convalescence, 
asked him where he was going hext. He didn’t know. His 
father and mother were dead, and he had nothing to take him 
back to Phoenix, Arizona. Having had an education in one of 
the Indian high schools, the unhappy fellow had now no place 
in life at all. Another of the njany misfits. 

There waS something of the Paris Apache lr. his appearance : 
but he was all the time withheld, and nervously shut inside 
himself. Mrs. Witt was intrigued by him. 

“Very wel^ Phoenix,” she said, refusing to adopt his Spanish 
name, “I’ll see what I can do.” # 

What she did was t n get himt# place on a jort ofjjnanor 
farm, with # som<P acquaintances cf herjj. # He was very go^jd 
withTiorses, arftf had a odious success with tifrkey^ and geese 
and fowls. 

Some time after Lou’s marriage, Mrs. Witt reappeared in 
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London, from <the country, with Phoenix in tovll and a couple 
of horses. She had decided that she /would ride in the Park in 
the ^morning, and see the world that way. Phoenix was to be 
her groom. 

So, to thfe great misgiving of Rico, behold Mrs. Witt in 
splendidly tailored habit and perfect boots, a smart black hat 
on her smart 4 grey Hair, riding a*grey gelding as smart as she 
was, and looking down her conceited, inquisitive , 0 scornful* 
alnstocratic-democratic Louisiana nose at the people in Picca- 
dilly^as she crossed to the Row, followed by the taciturn 
shadow of «Phoenix, who sat on a chestnut with three white 
feet as if he had grown there. 

Mrs. Witt, like many other people, always expected to find 
the real beau monde and the real grand l mcmde somewhere or 
other. She didn’t quite give in to what she saw tn the Bois de 
Boulogne, or in Monte Carlo, or on the Pincio: all a bit 
shoddy, and not very beau and not at all grand . There sfhe was, 
with her grey eagle eye, her splendid complexion and her 
weapon-like health of a woman of fifty, dropping her eyelid* 
a little, very slightly nervous, but completely prepared to 
despise the monde she was entering in Rotten Row. 

In she sailed, and up and down that regatta-canal of horse- 
men ai\d horsewomen under the trees of the Park. And yes, 
there were -lovely girls with fair hair down their backs, on 
happy ponies. And awfully well-groomed papas, and tight 
mamas who looked as if they were going to pour tea between 
the ears of their horses, and converse With banal skill, one eye 
on the teapot, one on the visitor with whom she was talking, 
and all the rest of her hostess’s argus eyes upon everybody in 
sight. That alert argus capability of the English matron was 
startling and a % bit horrifying. Mrs. Witt would at once think 
of the old negro mammies, ajvay in Louisiana. And her eyes 
became dagger-lite as she watched the clipped, shbrn, mincing 
young Englishmen * She refused to look at the prosperous 
Jews. 

It was still the days before motor-cars were flowed in the 
Park, but Rich and Lou, sliding round Hyde Park Corner and 
up Pajk Lang in their would watch *the steely horse- 
woman and the satyipine groom jvdth a sort of dismay. Mrs. 
Witt seemgd td be pointing a pistgl at the 0 bosom of %very 
other horseman or horsewoman and announcing: €t Your 
virility or your life l Your femininity or your life l She didn’t 
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know hersdftwhat she really wanted them to be: but it was 
something as democratic as Abraham Lincoln and as aristo- 
cratic as a Russian czar, as highbrow as Arthur Balfour, and 
as taciturn and unideal as Phoenix. Everything at once. 

There was nothing for it: Lou had to buy herself a horse 
and ride at her mother’s side, for very decency’s sake. Mrs. 
Witt was so like a smooth^evelled, guifmetal pistol, Lou had 
to be a ?ort of sheath. And she really looked pretty, with her 
clusters of dark, curly. New Orleans hair, like grapes, *nd 
♦her quaiat brown eyes that didn't quite match, aifd that 
looked a bit sleepjf and vague, and at the same time quick as 
a squirrel’s. She was slight and elegant, and a tiny bit rakish, 
and somebody suggested she might be on the movies. 

Nevertheless, thef were in -the society columns next morn- 
ing — two new and striding figures in the Row this morning 
were Lady Henry Carrington and her mother , Mrs. Witt , etc. 
And Witt liked it, let her say what she might. So did 
Lou. Lou liked it immensely. She simply luxuriated in the 
*sun of publicity. 

“Ricff dear, you must get a horse." 

The tone was soft and southern and drawling, bqf the over- 
tone had a deusive finality. In vain Rico squirmed— he had a 
way of writhing and squirming which perhaps he l^d caught 
at Oxford. In vain he protested that he couldn’t ride, and that 
he didn’t care for riding. He got quite angry, and his hand- 
some arched nose tilted and his upper lip lifted from his teeth, 
like a dog that is going to bite. Yet daren’t quite bite. 

And that was Rico. He darerft quite bite. Not that he was 
really afraid of the others. He was afraid of himself, once he 
let himself go. He might rip up in an eruption of life-long 
anger all this pretty-pretty picture of a charming young wife 
and a delightful little home # and a fascinating success as a 
painter of* fashionable, and at the same ti are ‘great’ portraits: 
with colour, wonderful colour, and at *he same time, form, 
marvellous form. He had composed this little tableau vivant 
with great ^ffort. He didn’t want to erupt like some suddenly 
wicked horse — Rico was reallv more like a horse than a dog> 
a horse that m/ght go nasty IHItmoment. Fjpr the f time, he 
was good? very good, daijgerou^ good # . ^ 

•Why, Ridtr dear, I fought you use # d tcPride so much, in 
Australia, whenp you were yoiyig? Didn’t you tell me all 
about it, hm?" — and as she endad^n that slow, singing hm ?, 
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which acted or> him like an irritant and a drugi he knew he 
was beaten. 

Lou kept the sorrel mare in a mews just behind the house 
in Westminster, and she was always slipping round to the 
stables. She had a funny little nostalgia for the place : some- 
thing that really surprised her. She had never had the faintest 
notion that shft carecf for horses a*d stables and grooms. But 
she did. She was fascinated. Pernaps it was her chfldhood’s 
Te»ias associations come back. Whatever it was, her life with 
Rico in the elegant little house, and 1 all her social engagements 
seemed like «a dream, the substantial reality of which was 
those mews in Westminster, her sorrel mare, the owner of 
the mews, Mr. Saintsbury, and the grooms ke employed. Mr. 
Saintsbury was a horsey, elderly, man like^n old maid, and he 
loved the sound of titles. 

“Lady Carrington! — well I never! You’ve come to us for a 
bit of company again, I see. I don’t know whatever wd shall 
do if you go away, we shall be that lonely!” and he flashed 
his old-maid’s smile at her. “No matter how gr»y the mom-* 
ing, your ladyship would make a beam of sunshine. Foppy is 
all right, L think. . . .” 

Poppy was the sorrel mare with the no white feet and 
the startled eye, and she was all right. And Mr. Saintsbury 
was smiling with his old-maid’s mouth, and showing all his 
teeth. 

“Come across with me, Lady Carringtoh, and look at a new 
horse just up from the country. I think he's worth a look, and 
I believe you have a momenf to spare, your Ladyship.” 

Her Ladyship had too many moments to spare. She followed 
the sprightly, elderly, clean-shaven man across the yard to a 
loose-box, and Waited while he opened the door. 

In the inner dark she saw ajhandsome bay horse with his 
clean ears pricked •like daggers from his naked hfead as he 
swung handsomely rtaind to stare at the open doorway. He 
had big, black, brilliant eyes, with a sharp questioning glint, 
and that air of tense, alert quietness which betrayg an animal 
that can bt daflgerous. 

“Is he quiet?” Lou asked* 

“^Vhy— yes — my Lady! IJs’s qujpt, with those tiiat know 
how to handle Mtn. uup! my boy! JHup, mf *beauty! Cup 
then! St. Mcftvr!” 

Loquacious even with tlje Animals, he went softly forward 
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and laid his fcand on the horse’s shoulder, so£t and quiet as a 
fly settling. Lou saw the brilliant skin of the horse crinkle 
a little in apprehensive anticipation, like the shadow of the 
descending hand on a bright red-gold liquid. But then the 
animal relaxed again. 

“Quiet with those that know how to handle him, and a bit 
of a ruffian with those that don’t. Isn't that'the ticket, eh, 
St. Ma\tfr?" 

“What is his name?” Lou asked. 

The man repeated it, with a slight Welsh twist — “Hc^s from 
the Welsh border?, belonging to a Welsh gentleman, Mr. 
Griffith Edwards. But they’re wanting to sell him.” 

"How old is h»?” asked Lou. 

“About seven yeafrs-*-seven .years and five months,” said Mr. 
Saintsbury, dropping his'voice as if it were a secret. 

“Could one ride him in the Park?” 

“YW1- - vps ! I should say a gentleman who knew how to 
handle him could ride him very well and make a very hand- 
some figure «n the Park.” 

Lou ^t once decided that this handsome figure should be 
Rico's. For she was already half in love with St. ^iawr. He 
was of such a rovely red-gold colour, and a dark, invisible fire 
seemed to come out of him. But in his big black wes there 
was a lurking afterthought. Something told her that the 
horse was not quite happy: that somewhere deep in his 
animal consciousnes? lived a dangerous, half-revealed resent- 
ment, a diffused sense of hostility. She realised that he was 
sensitive, in spite of his flaming, Stealthy strength, and nervous 
with a touchy uneasiness that might make him vindictive. 

“Has he got any tricks?” she asked. 

“Not that 1 know of, my Lady : not tricks exactly. But he’s 
one of these temperamental creatures, as they say. Though I 
say, every* horse is temperamental, when you come down to 
it. But this one, it is as if he was a trifle raw somewhere. 
Touch this raw spot, and there’s no answering for him.” 

“Where js he raw?” asked Lou, somewhat mystified. She 
thought he*might really have some physical sore. ' 

“Why, that's/hard to say, V#i,ady. If h^ was a human 
being, you’d say something hadjgone wrong in his fife. JJut 
with a horse»ft’s not tjjat, exactly. A*higIM>red animal like 
St. Mawr needs understanding, yid I don’t know as anybody 
has quite got the hang of him. I yopfess 1 haven’t myself. But 
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I do realise that«he is a special animal and needs ft Special sort 
of touch, and I'm willing he should have it, did I but know 
exactly what it is." 

She looked at the glowing bay horse that stood there with 
hi? ears back-, his face averted, but attending as if he were 
some lightning-conductor. He was a stallion. When she 
realised this, site became more afraid of him. 

“Why does Mr. Griffith Edwards want to sell hiift?” she 
asked. 

“WeM — my Lady — they raised hftn for stud purposes — but 
he didn't answer. There are horses like tliat: don't seem to 
fancy the mares for some reason. Well, anyway, they couldn't 
keep him for the stud. And as you see,«he's a powerful, 
beautiful hackney, clean as a whistle. and eaten up with his 
own power. But there's no putting nim between the shafts. 
He won't stand it. He's a fine saddle-horse, beautiful action, 
and lovely to ride. But .he's got to be handled, and # there 
you are." 

Lou felt there was something behind the man's«reticence. 

“Has he ever made a break?" she asked, apprehensftre. 

“Made ^ break?" replied the man. “Well, if I must admit 
it, he's had two accidents. Mr. Griffith Edwards's son rode 
him a bit wild, away there in the Forest of Dean, and the 
young fellow' had his skull smashed in against a low oak 
bough. Last autumn, that was. And some time back, he 
crushed a groom against the side of the stall — injured him 
fatally. But 'they were both accidents, my Lady. Things will 
happen." 

The man spoke in a melancholy, fatalistic way. The horse, 
with his ears laid back, seemed to be listening tensely, his face 
averted. He looked like something finely bred and passionate 
that has been judged and condqpined. 

"May I say how io you do?" she said to the horsft, drawing 
a little nearer in htP white, summery dress and lifting her 
hand that glittered with emeralds and diamonds. 

He drifted aw^ay from her, as if some wind blew # him. Then 
he ducked ?iis head and looked ^ideway at her from his black, 
full eye. # 

“J think I’m "all righj:, ” sflb said, edging nearer, 'while he 
watched her. % 

She laid her hand on his si^e and gently stroked him. Then 
she stroked his shoulder, ajjd.then the hard, tense arch of his 
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neck. And'ske was startled to feel the vivid *heat of his life 
come through to her, thriyugh the lacquer of red-gold gloss. 
So slippery with vivid, hot life! 

She paused, as if thinking, while her hand rested on tjye 
horse's sun-arched neck. Dimly, in her weary yolmg woman’s 
soul, an ancient understanding seemed Jo flood in. 

She wanted to buy St. M%wr. # 

, “I think,” she said to Saintsbury, “if I can, I will buy him.” 

The man looked at her long and shrewdly. 

* “Well, tny Lady # ” he said at last, “there shall be rfothing 
kept from you. But what would your Ladyship d® with him, if 
I may make so bold?” 

“I don’t know,'* she replied vaguely. “I might take him to 
America.” 

The man paused once more, then said: 

“They say it’s been the making of some horses, to take 
them Twer the water, to Australia or such places. It might 
repay you — you never know.” 

She wanted to buy St. Mawr. She wanted him to belong to 
her. Fdf some reason the sight of him, his power, his alive, 
alert intensity, hns unyieldingness, made her want t$ cry. 

She never diu cry : except sometimes with vexation, or to 
get her own way. As far as weeping went, her he^ft felt as 
dry as a Christmas walnut. What was the good of tears, any- 
how? You had to keep on holding on in this life, never give 
way, and never give in. Tears only left one weakened and 
ragged. 

But now, as if that mysterious fire of the horse's body had 
split some rock in her, she went home and hid herself in her 
room, and just cried. The wild, brilliant, alert head of St. 
Mawr seemed to look at her out of another world. It was as 
if she had had a vision, as if t^e walls of her own world had 
suddenly nfelted away, leaving her in a grt*t darkness, in the 
midst of which the large, brilliant eyes t>f that horse looked 
at her with demonish question, while his naked ears stood 
up like daggers from the naked lines of his inhuman head, 
and his great body glowed red^with power. 

What was it? 'Almost like a gjMooking at her terrjjriy out 
of the eveflastiifg dark, she hadffelt ijig eyes of that house; 
great, glowing/ fearsoip* eyes, arched with* a Question and 
containing a whitfe blade of light Jike a threat. What was his 
non-human question, and his unc^pny threat? She didn’t 
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know. He was - some splendid demon, and she must worship 
him. # 

She hid herself away from Rico. She could not bear the 
tijviality and superficiality of her human relationships. Loom- 
ing like somfe god out of the darkness was the head of that 
horse, with*th£ wide § terrible, questioning eyes. And she felt 
that it forbade her to be her ordinary, commonplace self. It 
forbade her to be just Rico’s wife, young Lady Carrington,, 
ai!H all that. # 

It hSunted her, the horse. It had looked at her ns she had 
never been looked at before: terrible, gleaming, questioning 
eyes arching out of darkness, and backed by all the fire of 
that great ruddy body. What did it mean, % and what ban did 
it put upon her ? She felt it put a bar* ofi her heart : wielded 
some uncanny authority over her, tnat she dared not, could 
not understand. 

No matter where shq^was, what she was doing, at the back 
of her consciousness loomed a great, over-aweing figure out 
of a dark background: St. Mawr, looking at # her without 
really seeing her, yet gleaming a question at her, from his 
wide, tenible eyes, and gleaming a sort of menace, doom. 
Master of doom,, he seemed to be! 

“You *tre thinking about something, Lou dear!” Rico said 
to her that evening. 

He was so quick and sensitive to ^etect her moods — so 
exciting in. this respect. And his big, slightly prominent blue 
eyes, with the whites a little bloodshot, glanced at her 
quickly, with searching and* anxiety, and a touch of fear, as 
if his conscience were always uneasy. He, too, was rather like 
a horse — but forever quivering with a sort of cold, dangerous 
mistrust, which* he covered with anxious love. 

At the middle of his eyes \^as a central powerlessness that 
left him anxious.® It used to touch' her to pity, fhat central 
look of powerlessne£> in him. But now, since she had seen the 
full, dark, passionate blaze of power and of different life in 
the eyes of the thwarted horse, the anxious po\%prIessness of 
the man drove her mad. Rice) was so handsome, and he was 
so self^iontroUed, he had* jp gallant sort o£ kindness and a 
re#l worldly shrewdjigss. <3ne hatf to admifg hirti: at least 
she had to. # * 

But after all, and after aty, it was a bluff, an attitude. He 
kept it all working in hipseif deliberately. It was an attitude. 
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She read psyqjiologists who said that everything was an atti- 
tude. Even the best of everything. But now she realised that, 
with men and women, everything is an attitude only when 
something else is lacking. Something is lacking and they are 
thrown back on their own devices. That black fiery flow ih 
the eyes of the horse was not ‘attitude’. It was something 
much more terrifying, and cgal, the only* thing that was real. 
Gushing *from the darkness in menace and question, and 
*blazing out in the splendid body of the horse. 

♦/‘Was I thinking about sdhiething?'’ she replied in her»slow, 
amused, casual fasffion. As if everything was sc^ casual and 
easy to her. And so it was, from the hard, polished side of 
herself. But that wasn’t the whole story. 

“I think you were* L©ulina. .May we offer the penny?” 

“Don’t trouble,” she said. “I was thinking, if I was think- 
ing of anything, about a bay horse called St. Mawr." — Her 
secret hlmosr crept into her eyes. 

“The name is awfully attractive,” he said with a laugh. 

“Not so attractive as the creature himself. I’m going to buy 
him.” 

"Not really!” he said. “But why?” 

“He is so att active, Pm going to buy him for you.” 

“For me? Darling ? how you do take me for granted. He 
may not be in the least attractive to me. As you know, I have 
hardly any feeling for horses at all. — Besides, how much does 
he cost?" 

“That I don’t know, Rico dear. But I’m sure you’ll love 
him, for my sake.” — She felt, ncrtv, she was merely playing 
for her own ends. 

“Lou dearest, don’t spend a fortune on a horse for me, 
which I don’t want. Honestly, I prefer a car. 4 ’ 

“Won’t you ride with me in the Park, Rico?” 

"Honestly, dear Lou, I don’t want to.” » 

“Why not, dear boy? You look sop beautiful. I wish 
you would. — And, anyhow, come with me to look at St. 
Mawr.” 

Rico was divided. He had a certain uneasy feellhg about 
horses. At the safoie t>me, he like to cqj a handsome 

figure in the Park. 

They went afross to the ’mews." A liftlfe Wftlsh ^room was 
watering the brilliant horse. # 

“Yes, dear, he certainly is beautiful: such a marvellous 
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colour! Almost orange! But rather large, I should say, to 
ride in the Park.” 

“No, for you he’s perfect. You ire so tall.” 

“He'd be marvellous in a Composition. That colour!” 

*And all Rico could do was to gaze with the artist’s eye at 
the horse, with a glance at the groom. 

“Don’t you* think ‘the man is % *ather fascinating too?” he 
said, nursing his chin artistically and penetratingly.* 

Jhe groom, Lewis, was a little, quick, rather bow-legged, 1 
loosely -built fellow of indeterminate age, with a mqp of black 
hair and a \jttle black beard. He was grdoming the brilliant 
St. Mawr out in the open. The horse was really glorious : like 
a marigold, with a pure golden sheen, a shimmer of green- 
gold lacquer upon a burning red-gra«ige. There on the 
shoulder you saw the yellow lacqutr glisten. Lewis, a little 
scrub of a fellow, worked absorbedly, unheedingly at the 
horse, with an absorption that was almost ritualistte. He 
seemed the attendant shadow of the ruddy animal. 

“He goes with the horse,” said Lou. “If we buy St. Mav«* 
we get the man thrown in.” 

“They’jJ be so amusing to paint; such an extraordinary 
contrast! But darling, I hope you won’t insist on buying the 
horse. It’s so frightfully expensive.” 

“Motnkr will help me. — You’d look so well on him, Rico.” 

“If ever I dared take the liberty of getting on his 
back !” 

“Why not?” She went quickly across the cobbled yard. 

“Good morning, Lewis. How is St. Mawr?” 

Lewis straightened himself and looked at her from under 
the falling mop of his black hair. 

“All right,” he said. 

He peered straight at her from under his overhanging black 
hair. He had patagrey eyes, ftiat looked phosphorescent, and 
suggested the eyes of a wild cat peering intent from under the 
darkness of some bush where it lies unseen. Lou, with her 
brown, unmatched, oddly perplexed eyes, felt herself found 
out. — “HR’s a common little fellow,” she thougfit to herself. 
“But h| kno\^s a woman*fc*d a horse at sight.” — Aloud she 
sqfd, in her Southern drawl 

“How do^ yotR thifll? he’d De with Sir Henrff” 

Lewis turned his remote, coldly watchful eyes on the young 
baronet. Rico was tall jp\g. handsome and balanced on his 



ST. MAWR 


1 7 

hips. His fact was long and well-defined, and with the hair 
taken straight back from the brow. It seemed as well-made as 
his clothing, and as perpefually’ presentable. You could not 
imagine his face dirty, or scrubby and unshaven, or bearded, 
or even moustached. It was perfectly prepared for social 
purposes. If his head had been cut off, like John the Baptist’s, 
it would have* been a thing complete in ifcelf, w>uld not have 
^missed tile body in the least. The body was perfectly tailored. 
The head was one of the famous talking heads* of modern 
youth, with eyebrows a trifle Mephistophelian, larg% blue 
eyes a trifle bold, # and curved mouth thrilling # to death to 
kiss. 

Lewis, the groom, staring from between his bush of hair 
and his beard, watched like a^ animal from the underbrush. 
And Rico was still sufficiently a colonial to be uneasily aware 
of the underbrush, uneasy under the watchfulness of the pale 
grey and uneasy in that man-to-man exposure which is 
characteristic of the democratic colonies and of America. He 
knew he must ultimately be judged on his merits as a man, 
alone \Wthout a background: an ungamished colonial. 

This lack of background, this defenceless man-tewnan busi- 
ness which leC him at the mercy of every servant was bad 
for his nerves. For he Was also an artist. He bore up against 
it in a kind of desperation, and was easily moved to rancorous 
resentment. At the same time he was free of the Englishman’s 
water-tight suffisanef. He really was aware that he would 
have to hold his own all alone, thrown alone on his own 
defences in the universe. The •extreme democracy of the 
Colonies had taught him this. 

And this, the little aboriginal Lewis recognised in him. He 
recognised also Rico's curious hollow misgiving, fear of some 
deficiency in himself, beneath all his handsome, young-hero 
appearance?. 

"He’d be all right with anybody as would meet him half- 
way," said Lewis, in the quick Welsh manner of speech, 
impersonal. f 

"You hear, Rico!" said Lou in her sing-song, tunting to her 
husband. / 

"Perfectly, darling!" 

‘"Would ydffbe willing to meet St.^MawP halt-way, hni?” 

"All the way, darling ! Mahomet would go alt the way to 
that mountain. Who would darei dp otherwise?" 
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He spoke with a laughing, yet piqued sarcas^.’ 

‘•Why, I think St. Mawr would understand perfectly,*’ she 
said in the soft voice of a womaii haunted by love. And she 
went and laid her hand on the slippery, life-smooth shoulder 
of the horse. He, with his strange equine head lowered, its 
exquisite §ne lines reaching a dittle snake-like forward, and 
his ears a litcle bade, was watching her sideways from the 
corner of his eye. He was in a state of absolute mistrust, like g 
^,cat crouching to spring. 

“St* Mawr!” she said. “St. Mawr! What is the matter? 
Surely you gnd I are all right!” 

And she spoke softly, dreamily stroked the animal’s neck. 
She could feel a response gradually coming, from him. But he 
would not lift up his head. Apd whqn Rico suddenly moved 
nearer, he sprang with a sudden jdk backwards, as if light- 
ning exploded in his four hoofs. 

The groom spoke a few low words in Welsh?' Lou, 
frightened, stood with lifted hand ariested. She had been 
going to stroke him. 

“Why did he do that?” she said. 

“They pave him a beating once or twice,” said the groom 
in a neutral voice, “and he doesn’t forget.” 

She could hear a neutral sort of judgment in Lewis’s voice. 
And she*thought of the ‘raw spot'. 

Not any raw spot at all. A battle between two worlds. She 
realised that St. Mawr drew his hot breaths in another world 
from Rico’s, from our world. Perhaps the old Greek horses 
had lived in St. Mawr’s warld. And the old Greek heroes, 
even Hippolytus, had known it. 

With their strangely naked equine heads, and something of 
a snake in their* way of looking round, and lifting their sensi- 
tive, dangerous muzzles, they moved in a prehistoric twilight 
where all things loomed phantasmagoric, all on •one plane, 
sudden presences suddenly jutting out of the matrix. It was 
another world, an older, heavily potent world. And in this 
world the horse was swift and fierce and supreme, un- 
dominatei and* unsurpassed. — “Meet him half-way,” Lewis 
said. But half-way acros%%frfim our humah world to that 
terrific %quine\wilight was|iot a small step* It was a step, 
she knew, that Rico tftuld never tak£. She kifcw it. But^she 
was prepared to sacrifice Rico. 

St. Mawr was bought, a^ncvLewis was hired along with him. 
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At first, Lewi^ rode him behind Lou, in the R<jw, to get him 
going. He benaved perfectly. 

Phoenix, the half Indian, was Very jealous when he saw the 
black-bearded Welsh groom on St. Mawr. 

“What horse you got there?" he asked, looking.at the othor 
man with the curious unseeing stare in his hard, Navajo eyes, 
in which the -Indian glint fnoved like a* spark»upon a dark 
chaos, fti Phoenix’s high-bofled face there was all the race 
^misery of the dispossessed Indian, with an added blankness 
l^ft by sh^Jl-shock. But at •the same time, there was th^t un- 
yielding, save to dfcath, which is characteristic of his tribe; 
his mother’s tribe. Difficult to say what subtle tfiread bound 
him to the Navajo# and made his destiny a Red Man’s destiny 
still. 

They were a curious pair of grooms, following the correct, 
and yet extraordinary, pair of American mistresses. Mrs. Witt 
and Phoenix both rode with long stirrups and straight leg, 
sitting close to the saddle, without pdsting. Phoenix looked as 
:4he and the#horse were all one piece, he never seemed to rise 
in the saddle at all, neither trotting nor galloping, but sat like 
a man riding bareback. And all the time he stared around at 
the riders in t^ ; Row, at the people grouped outside the rail, 
chatting, at the children walking with their nurses, as if he 
were looking at a mirage, in whose actuality he nevei*believed 
for a moment. London was all a sort of dark mirage to him. 
His wide, nervous-looking brown eyes with a smallish brown 
pupil, that showed the white all round, seemed to be focused 
on the far distance, as if he co\*ld not see things too near. 
He was watching the pale deserts of Arizona shimmer with 
moving light, the long mirage of a shallow lake ripple, the 
great pallid concave of earth and sky expanding with inter- 
changed light. And a horse-shape loom large and portentous 
in the mirage, like some prehfstoric beast^ 

That was real to him : the phantasm *>f Arizona. But this 
London was something his eve passed over as a false mirage. 

He looked too smart in his well-tailored groom’s clothes, 
so smart, h? might have been one of the satirised •new rich. 
Perhaps it was h son of half-b*^d physical assertion that 
came through his clothing, the Avage’s physical assertion of 
himself. Anyjfcw, he Rooked ‘commdrf , rather horsey and 
loud. ~ 

Except his face. In the golddji suavity of his high-boned 
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Indian face, that was hairless, with hardly yiy eyebrows, 
there was a blank, lost look that was almost touching. The 
same startled blank look wa£ in h is eyes. But in the smallish 
dark pupils the dagger-point of light still gleamed unbroken. 
• He was a, good groom, watchful, quick, and on the spot in 
an instant if anything went wrong. He had a curious quiet 
power over «the h6rses, unemo|ional, unsympathetic, but 
silently potent. In the same ^ay, watching the traffic of 
Pjpcadilly with his blank, glinting eye, he would calculate" 
everything instinctively, as if it were an enemy* and pilot 
Mrs. Witt by the strength of his silent wiR. He threw around 
her the tense watchfulness of her own America, and made her 
feel at home. 

“Phoenix/’ she said, turning abruptly in her saddle as they 
walked the horses past the sheltering policeman at Hyde Park 
Comer, “I can’t tell you how glad I am to have something 
a hundred per cent American at the back of me whdi I go 
through these gates.”' 

She looked at him from dangerous grey eyes aaif she mea^aft 
it indeed, in vindictive earnest. A ghost of a smile wrtit up to 
his high cheek-bones, but he did not answer. 

“Why, 'mother?” said Lou, sing-song. “It feels to me so 
friendly ! ” 

“Yes, Louise, it does. So friendly! That’s why I mistrust 
it so entirely ” 

And she set off at a canter up the Row, under the green 
trees, her face like the face of Medusa at fifty, a weapon in 
itself. She stared at everythkig and everybody, with that stare 
of cold dynamite waiting to explode them all. Lou posted 
trotting at her side, graceful and elegant, and faintly amused. 
Behind came Phoenix, like a shadow, with his yellowish, high- 
boned face still looking sick. And at his side, on the big bril- 
liant bay horse, tlje smallish, black*bearded Welshman. 

Between Phoenix #nd Lewis there was a latent, but un- 
spoken and wary sympathy. Phoenix was terribly impressed 
by St. Mawr, he could not leave off staring at him. And Lewis 
rode the brilliant, handsome-moving stallion so very quietly, 
like an insinuation. 

Of thh two%ien, Lewis looked the darker# with his black 
belrd coming i»p td*his thick Slack eyebrisws. He *was 
swarthy, wfth a rather short nose, # and tke uncanny pale- 
grey eyes that watched everything and car|^At^U nothing. 
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He cared abott nothing in the world, except, ht the present, 
St. Mawr. People did not piatter to him. He rode his horse 
and watched the world from the vantage ground of St. Mawr, 
with a final indifference. 

“You have been with that porst long?*' asked* Phoenix. 

“Since he was born.” 

Phceni* watched the actift* of St. Mawr as they went. The 
Jjay moved proud and springy, but with perfect good sense, 
among the stream of riders. It was a beautiful June morning, 
tfte leaves Overhead # were thick and green; there came t Hfe first 
whiff of lime tree scent. To Phoenix, however, the city was a 
sort of nightmare mirage, and to Lewis, it was a sort of prison. 
The presence of pdbple he felt as a prison around him. 

Mrs. Witt and Lou Wye turning at the end of the Row, 
bowing to some acquaintances. The grooms pulled as|de. 
Mrs. \^itt looked at Lewis with a cold eye. 

“It seems an extraordinary thing to me, Louise," she said, 
“to see a groom with a beard." 

^‘It is^’t uflial, mother," said Lou. “Do you mind?" 

“Not at all. At least, I think I don’t. I get very tired of 
modern, bare-tVed young men, very ! The clean, Jure boy, 
don't you know 1 Doesn’t it make you tired? — No, I think a 
groom with a beard is quite attractive." 

She gazed into the crowd defiantly, perching her finely-shod 
toe with war-like firmjiess on the stirrup-iron. Then suddenly 
she reined in, and turned her horse towards the grooms. 

“Lewis!" she said, “I want to ask you # a question. Suppos- 
ing, now, that Lady Carrington wanted you to shave off that 
beard, what should you say?" 

Lewis instinctively put up his hand to the said beard. 

“They’ve wanted me to shave it off, Mam/’ he said. “But 
I’ve never done it." 

“But why? Tell me why?" 

“It’s part of me, Mam." 

Mrs. Witt pulled on again. 

“Isn’t that extraordinary, Louise?" she said. “Qon’t you 
like the way he says Mam? I i sounds so impossible to me. 
Could any womAn think of hersJlt as Mam? Never !•— Since 
Quegn Vicforia^But, do ycu knfw it Judn’t # occurred to tie 
that a man’s Beard was^really part of him. It always seemed 
to me that men $ore their beards, like they wear their neck- 
ties, for show. I shall always rertlei^er Lewis for saying his 
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beard was part of him. Isn’t it curious, the waf he rides? He 
seems to sink himself in the horse. When I speak to him. I’m 
not sure whether I’m speaking to a man or to a horse.” 

A few days later, Rico himself appeared on St. Mawr for 
the momipg ride. He rode self-consciously, as he did every- 
thing, and he was j\ist a little nervous. But his mother-in-law 
was benevolent. She made hiix •ride between her t ind Lou, 
like three ships slowly sailing abreast. 

* And that very day, who should come driving in an open 
carriage through the Park but the Queen Mother- Dear old 
Queen Alexandra, there was a flutter everywhere. And she 
bowed expressly to Rico, mistaking him, no doubt, for some- 
body else. % 

“Do you know,” said Rico as they 'oat 4 'at lunch, he and Lou 
and Mrs. Witt, in Mrs. Witt’s sitting-room in the dark, quiet 
hotel in Mayfair, “I really like riding St. Mawr so mu^h. He 
really is a noble animal-. — If ever I am made a lord — which 
heaven forbid! — I shall be Lord St. Mawr.” 

“You mean,” said Mrs. Witt, “his real lords'Aip \$>uld 15e 
the horse?” 

“Very possible, l admit,” said Rico, with a curl of his long 
upper lip. 

“Don’£ you think, mother,” said Lou, “there is something 
quite noble about St. Mawr? He strikes me as the first noble 
thing I have ever seen.” 

“Certainly I’ve not seen any man that could compare with 
him. Because these English noblemen — well! I’d rather look 
at a negro Pullman-boy, ft I was looking for what l call 
nobility.” 

Poor Rico was getting crosser and crosser. There was a 
devil in Mrs. Witt. She had a hard, bright devil inside her 
that she seemed to be able ta let loose at will. r 

She let it loose 'die next day, when Rico and Lou joined her 
in the Row. She w*s silent but deadly with the horses, balk- 
ing them in every way. She suddenly crowded over against 
the rail ip frdnt of St. Mawr, so that the stallior. had to rear 
to pull himself up. Then, having a clear track, she suddenly 
set off*at a gdlop, like ak explosion, and the stallion, all on 
edge, set off aflpr her* 

It seemed as if the whole Park, that morning, were in a 
state of nervous tension. Perhaps there was thunder in the 
air. But St. Mawr kept pn dancing and pulling at the bit and 
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wheeling side\rays up against the railing, to tho terror of the 
children and the onlookers, who squealed and jumped back 
suddenly, sending the nerveS of the stallion into a rush like 
rockets. He reared and fought as Rico pulled him round. 

Then he went on : dancing, pulling, springily progressing 
sideways, possessed with all the demons of perversity. Poor 
Rico’s face grew longer and f angrier. A*fury flose in him, 
which h£ could hardly control. He hated his horse, and 
viciously tried to force him to a quiet, straight trot. Up wens* 
Sto Mawr ob his hind legs, the terror of the Row. He got 
the bit in his teeth a/ld began to fight. 

But Phoenix, cleverly, was in front of him. 

“You get off. Rice!” called Mrs. Witt’s voice, with all the 
calm of her wicked e*ukance. . 

And almost before he kftew what he was doing, Rico had 
sprung lightly to the ground, and was hanging on to the 
bridle & f \\c rearing stallion. 

Phoenix also lightly jumped down, and ran to St. Mawr, 
handing his bridle to Rico. Then began a dancing and a 
splashing? a rearing and a plunging. St. Mawr was being 
wicked. But Phoenix, the indifference of conflict in ^iis face, 
sat tight and * nmovable, without any emotion, only the 
heaviness of his impersonal will settling down like a jveight, 
all the time, on the horse. There was, perhaps, a curious 
barbaric exultance in bare, dark will devoid of emotion or 
personal feeling. * 

So they had a little display in the Row for almost five 
minutes, the brilliant horse rearing and fighting. Rico, with 
a stiff, long face, scrambled on to Phoenix’s horse and with- 
drew to a safe distance. Policemen came, and an officious 
mounted policeman rode up to save the situation. But it was 
obvious that Phoenix, detached and apparently unconcerned, 
but barbaricftlly potent in his will, would bjing the horse to 
order. 

Which he did, and rode the creature home. Rico was re- 
quested not to ride St. Mawr in the Row any more, as the 
stallion was dangerous to public safety. The authorities knew 
all about him. 

Where ended the first fiasco of ft. M|wr. 

“We didn’t gft on verv well with his*lord5hip ^his morn- 
ing,’’ said Mrs. Witt triumphantly^ 

“No, he didn’t like his company# at^alH” Rico snarled back. 
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He wanted <Lou to sell the horse again. 

"I doubt if anyone would buy him, dear,” she said. “He’s 
a known character.” 

“Then make a gift of him — to your mother,” said Rico 
With venom. 

“Why to mother?” asked Lou innocently. 

“She mighc be abfe to cope wjtl him — or he with her!” The 
last phrase was deadly. Having delivered it, Rico departed. 

^ Lou remained at a loss. She felt almost always a little bit 
dazed, as if she could not see cl&r nor feel clear A curious 
deadness upon her, like the first touch of death. And through 
this cloud of numbness, or deadness, came all her muted 
experiences. 

Why was it? She did not know. But she felt that in some 
way it came from a battle of wills/ Her mother, Rico, herself, 
it was always an unspoken, unconscious battle of wills, which 
was gradually numbing and paralysing her. She knew Rico 
meant nothing but kindness by her. She knew her mother 
only wanted to watch over her. Yet always there was tj?is 
tension of will, that was no numbing. As if at the depths of 
him, Ri<jo were always angry, though he seemed so ‘happy’ 
on top. And Mrs. Witt was organically angry. So they were 
like a couple of bombs, timed to explode some day, but tick- 
ing on hke two ordinary timepieces, in the meanwhile. 

She had come definitely to realise this: that Rico’s anger 
was wound up tight at the bottom of nim, like a steel spring 
that kept his works going, while he himself was ‘charming’, 
like a bomb-clock with Stores paintings or Dresden figures on 
the outside. But his very charm was a sort of anger, and his 
love was a destruction in itself. He just couldn’t help it. 

And she? Perhaps she was a good deal the same herself. 
Wound up tight inside, and enjoying herself being ‘lovely’. 
But wound up tjght on somfe tension that, she realised now 
with wonder, was l^ally a sort of anger. This, the mainspring 
that drove her on the round of ‘joys’. 

She used really to enjoy the tension, and the &lan it gave 
her. WNile she knew nothing about it. So long as she felt 
it really was life and happiness, this &lan> this tension and 
ejccitehient of ‘enjoying o^self’.^ 

Now suddenly shfe doubted theVhole shovK She attributed 
to it the c&rious numbness„that was^vercoming her, as if she 
couldn’t feel any more. 
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She wanted fo come unwound. She wanted <0 escape this 
battle of wills. 

Only St. Mawr gave her 'some 'hint of the possibility. He 
was so powerful, and so dangerous. But in his dark eye, that 
looked, with its cloudy brown pupil, a cloud within a dark 
fire, like a world beyond our World, there # was a dark vitality 
glowing, and within the fire ^pother sort of wisdbm. She felt 
jure of if: even when he put his ears back, and bared his 
teeth, and his great eyes came bolting put of his naked horsed 
he$d, and she saw demons upon demons in the chaos of his 
horrid eyes. 

Why did he seem to her like some living background, into 
which she wanted to retreat? When he reared his head and 
neighed from his deep chest, like deep wind-bells resound- 
ing, she seemed to hear tffe echoes of another darker, more 
spacious, more dangerous, more splendid world than ours, 
that wa*> beyond her. And there she. wanted to go. 

She kept it utterly a secret to herself. Because Rico would 
ju^have lifted his iong upper lip, in his bare face, in a con- 
descend^ sort of ‘understanding’. And her mother would, 
as usual, have suspected her of side-stepping. People* all the 
people she knew seemed so entirely contained within their 
cardboard let’s-bc-happy world. Their wills were fb^d like 
machines on happiness, or fun, or the-best-ever. This ghastly 
cheery-o! touch, that made all her blood go numb. 

Since she had really seen St. Mawr looming fiery and 
terrible in an outer darkness, she could not believe the world 
she lived in. She could not believe ft was actually happening, 
when she was dancing in the afternoon at Claridge’s, or in the 
evening at the Carlton, sliding about with some suave young 
man who wasn’t like a man at all to her. Or dbwn in Sussex 
for the week-end with the Ender|f ys : the talk, the eating and 
drinking, the*flirtation, the endless dancing: it all seemed far 
more bodiless and, in a strange way, wmith-like, than any 
fairy story. She seemed to be eating Barmecide food, that had 
been conjurec^up out of thin air, by the power of wojds. She 
seemed to be talking to handsome, young, bare-faced unreali- 
ties, not men at all : as she slid aboiit with then* in thg per- 
petual dance*, th^ too seemed to Ifave Ijejn conjured up out 
of air® merely f# this sowing, slithering dance^usi^ess. And 
she could not believe that, when {he lights went out, they 
wouldn’t melt back into thin air «again and complete non- 
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entity. The strange nonentity of it all! Everything just con- 
jured up, and nothing real. 7 sn't this the best ever 1' they 
would beamingly assert, like wraiths of enjoyment, without 
any genuine substance. And she would beam back: ‘ Lots of 
funl’ 

She w^s thankful the season was over, and everybody was 
leaving London. She and Rico were due to go to Scotland, 
but not till August. In the meantime they would go to her 
< mother. 

Mvs. Witt had taken a cottage in Shropshire, on the Welsh 
border, and had moved down there with Phoenix and her 
horses. The open, heather-and-bilberry-covered hills were 
splendid for riding 

Rico consented to spend the monnh in Shropshire, because 
for near neighbours Mrs. Witt hatf the Manbys, at Corrabach 
Hall. The Manbys were rich Australians returned to the 
old country and set up as squires, all in full blow. Rico had 
known them in Victoria : they were of good family : and the 
girls made a great fuss of him. 

So down went Lou and Rico, Lewis, Poppy and 5X. Mawr, 
to Shrevsbury, then out into the country. Mrs. Witt's ‘cottage* 
was a tall red-brick Georgian house looking straight on to the 
churchvard, and the dark, looming big church. 

“I never knew what a comfort it would be,” said Mrs. Witt, 
‘‘to have grave-stones under my drawing-room windows, and 
funerals for lunch.” 

She really did take a strange pleasure in sitting in her 
panelled room, that was painted grey, and watching the Dean 
or one of the curates officiating at the graveside, among a 
group of black country mourners with black-bordered hand- 
kerchiefs luxuriantly in use. 

“Mother!” said Lou. “I think it's gruesome!” 

She had a room at the back, looking over the walled garden 
and the stables. Nevertheless, there was the boom! boom ! of 
the passing-bell, and the chiming and pealing on Sundays. 
The shadow of the church, indeed! A very audible shadow, 
making itself heard insistently. 

The Dean c was a big, bplfly, fat man with a pleasant manner. 
He was a gentleman^ and$a man^of learning in his own line. 
But he le{ Mr£ Wift know that he looked doS/n on her*just a 
trifle — as a parvenu American, a Yankee— though she never 
was a Yankee: and at fM same time he had a sincere respect 
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for her, as a rifch woman. Yes, a sincere respect for her, as a 
rich woman. 

Lou knew that every Englishman, especially of the upper 
classes, has a wholesome respect for riches. But then, who 
hasn't ? 

The Dean was more impressed by Mrs.AVitt tjian by little 
Lou. But to Lady Carringtofi he was charming: she was 
almost ‘one of us', you know. And he was very gracious to^ 
Rico: ‘your father's splendid colonial service.' 

^lrs. Witt had now a new pantomime to amuse her: the 
Georgian house, her own pew in church — it went with the 
old house : a village of thatched cottages — some of them with 
corrugated iron over the thatch: the cottage people, farm 
labourers and their families. With a few, very few, out- 
siders: the wicked little group of cottagers down at Mile 
End, famous for ill-living. The Mile-Enders were all Allisons 
and Jeph c ons, and in-bred, the Dean said: result of working 
through the centuries at the Quarry, and living isolated there 
at "Mile £nd. * 

Isolated! Imagine it! A mile and a half from the railway 
station, ten miles from Shrewsbury. Mrs. Witt thought of 
Texas, and said . 

“Yes, they are very isolated, away down there!" 

And the Dean never for a moment suspected sarcasm. 

But there she had tha whole thing staged complete for her : 
English village life. Even miners breaking in to shatter the 
rather stuffy, unwholesome harmony. — All the men touched 
their caps to her, all the women aid a bit of reverence, the 
children stood aside for her, if she appeared in the street. 

They were all poor again: the labourers cojuld no longer 
afTord even a glass of beer in the evenings, since the Glorious 
War. 

“Now I think that is terrible," said Mrs. Witt. “Not to be 
able to get away from those stuffy, squalid, picturesque 
cottages for an hour in the evening, to drink a glass of 
beer." 

“It’s a pity, I do agree with you, Mrs. Witt. But Mr. 
Watson has organised c. men’s reaaiflg-room, whfcre tho men 
can sgioke a # nd j^lay dominoes, ana read* if thqy wish." • 

“But that," said ^Irs. Witt, “is not the same asMhat cosy 
parlour in the ‘Moon and Stars’.” • 

“I quite agree," said the Dean. ‘It Ifcn't." 
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Mrs. Witt marched to the landlord of the ‘Moon and Stars* 
and asked for a glass of cider. 

“I want/* she said, in her American accent, “these poor 
labourers to have their glass of beer in the evenings.** 

“They want it themselves,** said Harvey. 

“Then»thqy must have it ** 

The upshot was, she decided £o supply one large* barrel of 
,beer per week and the landlord was to sell it to the labourer/' 
at a j>enny a glass. 

“My own country has gone dry,” she asserted. “But not 
because wfe can’t afford it.” 

By the time Lou and Rico appeared, she was deep in. She 
actually interfered very little: the barrel 1 of beer was her one 
public act. But she did know eyerybBdy by sight, already, 
and she did know everybody's circumstances. And she had 
attended one prayer-meeting, one mothers’ meeting, one sew- 
ing-bee, one ‘social’, one Sunday School meeting, one Band 
of Hope meeting, and one Sunday School treat. She ignored 
the poky little Wesleyan and Baptist chapels, ' and was CTae- 
blue Episcopalian. 

“HoW^ strange these picturesque old villages are, Louise!” 
she said, with a duskiness around her sharp, well-bred nose 
“How i?asy it all seems, all on a definite pattern. And how 
false! And underneath, how corrupt!' 9 

She gave that queer, triumphant leer from her grey eyes, 
and queer demonish wrinkles seemed to twitter on her 
face. 

Lou shrank away. She n was beginning to be afraid of her 
mother’s insatiable curiosity, that always looked for the snake 
under the flowers. Or rather, for the maggots. 

Always this* same morbid interest in other people and their 
doings, their privacies, their dirty linen. Always this air of 
alertness for personal happenings, personalities, personalities, 
personalities. Always this subtle criticism and appraisal of 
other people, this analysis of other people’s motives. If 
anatomy presupposes a corpse, then psychology presupposes 
a world of corpses. Personalities, which means personal 
critic sm anil analysis, jf/^upposes a whole world laboratory 
6f human psyches. <waitiirg to Le vivisectH. fit you n cut a 
thing up,*of course it will smell, hjence, ^nothing raises such 
an infernal stink, at last, us human psychology. 

Mrs. Witt was a piv'e psychologist, a fiendish psychologist. 
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And Rico, in' his way, was a psychologist too. .But he had a 
formula. “Let’s know the worst, dear! But let’s look on the 
bright side, and believe the»best.’“ 

“Isn’t the Dean a priceless old darling!" said Rico at 
breakfast. 

And it had begun. Work had started in the psychic vivi- 
section laboratory. 

“Isn’t Be wonderful!" said Lou vaguely. 

“So delightfully worldly! — Some of us are not born tern 
mgke money, dear boy. Lutkily for hs, we can marry k." — 
Rico made a priceleSs face. 

“Is Mrs. Vyner so rich?” asked Lou. 

“She is quite a avealthy woman — in coal," replied Mrs. 
Witt. “But the Dean is surely yorth his weight even in gold. 
And he’s a massive figure. *1 can imagine there would be great 
satisfaction in having him for a husband." 

“Wh^, mother?" asked Lou. 

“Oh, such a presence! One of these old Englishmen that 
nojjody can put in their pocket. You can’t imagine his wife 
asking *.lm to thread her needle. Something after all so 
robust! So different from young Englishmen, who ^11 seem 
to me like ladie<- perfect, ladies." 

“Somebody h.*s to keep up the tradition of the perfect 
lady," said Rico. 

“I know it," said Mrs. Witt. “And if the women won’t do 
it, the young gentleman take on the burden. They bear it 
very well.” 

It was in full swing, the cut and thrust. And poor Lou, who 
had reached the point of stupefaction in the game, felt she 
did not know what to do with herself. 

Rico and Mrs. Witt were deadly enemies, yet neither could 
keep clear of the other. It might have been they who were 
married to ©ne another, their fluel and th§jr duet were so 
relentless. 

But Rico immediately started the social round: first the 
Manbys: then motor twenty miles to luncheon at Lady 
Tewkesbury’s* then young Mr. Burns came flying Tlown in 
his aeroplane from Chester : then fhgy must mo^pr to the sea 
to Sir Edward Edwards s pi jee, wlfere there was a moonlight 
bathing party. Everything intensely thnlfing, ^nd^so innerly 
wearisome, Lou fell. " 

But back of it all was St. Maw£ looming like a bonfire in 
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the dark. He really was a tiresome horse to own'. He worried 
the mares, if they were in the same paddock wfth him, always 
driving them round. And with any other horse he just fought 
with definite intent to kill. So he had to stay alone. 

“That St. t Mawr, he's a bad horse,” said Phoenix. 

“Maybe!” said Lewis. 

“You don> like (juiet horses?” said Phoenix. 

“Most horses is quiet,” said Lewis. “St. Mawr, he’s different.” 

“Why don’t he never get any foals?” 

“Doesn't want to, I should think. Same as me.” 

“What gpod is a horse like that? Better shoot him, before 
he kill somebody.” 

“What good’ll they get, shooting St. Mawr?” said Lewis. 

“If he kills somebody!” said Phoepi)q 

But there was no answer. 

The two grooms both lived over the stables, and Lou, from 
her window, saw a good deal of them. They were tv\fo quiet 
men, yet she was very much aware of their presence, aware 
of Phoenix’s rather high square shoulders and hi<? fine, straight, 
vigorous black hair that tended to stand up assertive*, on his 
head, as, he went quietly drifting about his various jobs. He 
was not lazy, but he did everything with a sort of diffidence, 
as if from a distance, and handled his horses carefully, 
cautiously, and cleverly, but without sympathy. He seemed 
to be holding something back all the time, unconsciously, as 
if in his very being there was some secret. But it was a secret 
of will . His quiet, reluctant movements, as if he never really 
wanted to do anything; • his long, flat-stepping stride; the 
permanent challenge in his high cheek-bones, the Indian glint 
in his eyes, and his peculiar stare, watchful and yet unseeing, 
made him unpopular with the women servants. 

Nevertheless, women had a certain fascination for him : he 
would stare at the pretty ydung maids with an intent blank 
stare when they*w£re not looking. Yet he was rather over- 
bearing, domineering with them, and they resented him. It 
was evident to Lou that he looked upon himself as belonging 
to the niaster, not to the servant class. When hfe flirted with 
the maids, aj he very o£ttn did, for he had a certain crude 
ostentStiousness, he seemeq^ to let them feel that, he despised 
them as inferiors, 'servants, whife he admits their pretty 
charms, a^fresh, country maids. 

“I*m fair nervous of^thjlt Phoenix,” said Fanny, the fair- 
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haired girl, makes you feel what he’d do to you if he 
could." 

"He’d better not try with* me," said Mabel. "I’d scratch his 
cheeky eyes out. Cheek! — for it’s nothing else! He’s nobody 
— common as they’re made!*’ 

"He makes you feel you was there for foim to trample on," 
said Fangy. 

"Mercy, you are soft! If anybody’s that it’s him. Oh. my, 
Fanny, you’ve no right to # let a fellow make you feel like* 
that! Mako them feel that* they're dirt, for you to trdtnple 
on: which they are!" 

Fanny, however, being a shy little blonde thing, wasn’t good 
at assuming the trampling role. She was definitely nervous of 
Phoenix. And he enjoyed it. .An invisible smile seemed to 
creep up his cheek-bones," and the glint moved in his eyes 
as he teased her. He tormented her by his very presence, as 
he knew. 

He would come silently up when she was busy, and stand 
betypd her perfectly still, so that she was unaware of his 
presenc?. Then, silently, he would make her aware. Till she 
glanced nervously round, and with a scream saw hkn. 

One day Lou vatuied the little play. Fanny had been pick- 
ing over a bowl of blackcurrants, sitting on the bendi under 
the maple tree in a corner of the yard. She didn’t look round 
till she had picked up her bowl to go to the kitchen. Then 
there was a scream ancl a crash. 

When Lou came out, Phoenix was crouching down silently 
gathering up the currants, which the little maid, scarlet and 
trembling, was collecting into another bowl. Phoenix seemed 
to be smiling down his back. 

"Phoenix!" said Lou. "I wish you wouldn’t Startle Fanny!" 

He looked up and she saw # the glint of ridicule in his 
eyes. 

"Who, me?" he said. 

"Yes, you. You go up behind Fanny to startle her. You’re 
not to do it." 

He slowly stood erect and lapsed into his peculiar invisible 
silence. Only for a second his eye? glanced at Low’s, aryl then 
she saw the cold anger, tljp gleafi of malevolence and coa- 
temjft. He coura not bear being commanded, &r reprimanded, 
by a woman. 

Yet it was even worse with a mSan # ^ 
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"What’s that, Lou?" said Rico, appearing aiy/andsome and 
in the picture, in white flannels with an apricot silk shirt. 

"I’m telling Phoenix he’s 'not td torment Fanny!” 

“Oh!” — and Rico’s voice immediately became his father’s, 
the important government official’s. "Certainly not! Most 
certainly* not!” He looked at the scattered currants and the 
broken bowk Fanny melted iqt6 tears. “This, I suppose; is 
some of the results ! Now iook here, Phoenix, you're to leave 
►riie maids strictly alone. I shall ask them to report to me 
whenever, or if ever, you interfere with them. But I hope you 
won't interfere with them — in any way. ‘You understand?” 

As Rico became more and more Sir Harry and the govern- 
ment official, Lou’s bones melted more 'and more into dis- 
comfort. Phoenix stood in his peculiar silence, the invisible 
smile on his cheek-bones. 

“You understand what I’m saying to you?” Rico demanded, 
in intensified acid tones. 

But Phoenix only stood there, as it were behind a cover of 
his own will, and looked back at Rico with a (Taint smil£,on 
his face and the glint moving in his eyes. * 

“Do you intend to answer?” Rico’s upper lip lifted nastily. 

"Mrs. Witt is my boss,” came from Phoenix. 

The 'jcarlet flew up Rico’s throat and flushed his face, his 
eyes went glaucous. Then quickly his face turned yellow. 

Lou looked at the two men: her husband, whose rages, 
over-controlled, were organically tciVible: the half-breed, 
whose dark-coloured lips were widened in a faint smile of 
derision, but in whose eyes caution and hate were playing 
against one another. She realised that Phoenix would accept 
her reprimand, or her mother’s, because he could despise the 
two of them as mere women. But Rico’s business aroused 
murder pure and simple. 

She took her husband’s arm. 

"Come, dear!” she said in her half-plaintive way. "I’m sure 
Phoenix understands. We all understand. Go to the kitchen, 
Fanny, never mind the currants. There are plentv more in the 
garden.” 0 

Ricjj was always thanked! to be drawn quickly, submissively 
away from his own £age. He wag afraid of it. He was afraid 
lest he shqpld fly at the groom in some horrible fashion? The 
very thought horrified hup. But in actuality he came very 
near to it. 
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He walked* stiffly, feeling paralysed by his own fury. And 
those words, Mrs. Witt is my boss , were like hot acid in his 
brain. An insult! 

“By the way, Belle-Mere !” he said when they joined Mrs. 
Witt — she hated being called Belle-M&re, and once said: “If 
I’m the bell-mare, are you one of the colts?” — She also hated 
his. voice of smothered had to # speak* to Phoenix 

about persecuting the maids. He took the liberty of inform- 
ing me that you were his boss, so perhaps you had better* 
spgak to hijn.” * 

“I certainly will. 1 believe they’re my maids, ?/id nobody 
else’s, so it’s my duty to look after them. Who was he 
persecuting?’* 

“I’m the responsible* cgie, mother,’’ said Lou. 

Rico disappeared in a mflment. He must get out : get away 
from the house. How? Something was wrong with the car. 
Yet he*mir;t get away, away. He would go over to Corra- 
bach. He would ride St. Mawr. He had been talking about 
the horse, and Flora Manby was dying to see him. She had 
saia: >w T*h, I can’t wait to see that marvellous horse of yours.” 

He would ride him over. It was only seven miles, ye found 
Lou’s maid Elen'*, and sent her to tell Lewis. A Meanwhile, to 
soothe himself, he dressed himself most carefully in white 
riding-breeches and a shirt of purple silk crepe, with a blowing 
black tie spotted red like a ladybird, and black riding-boots. 
Then he took a chic litfle white hat with a black band. 

St. Mawr was saddled and waiting, and*iewis had saddled 
a second horse. 

“Thanks, Lewis, I’m going alone!” said Rico. 

This was the first time he had ridden St. Mawr in the 
country, and he was nervous. But he was ako in the hell 
of a smothered fury. All his careful dressing had not really 
soothed him* So his fury consumed his neryousness. 

He mounted with a swing, blind anc^ rough. St. Mawr 
reared. 

“Stop that!” snarled Rico, and put him to the gate. 

Once out m the village street, the horse went # dancing 
sideways. He insisted on dancing at the sidewalk, to the 
exaggerated .terror of the children# Rico, exasperated, pulled 
him across. Bu#no, he wouldn’t go dowfi th£ centre of the 
village street. He began dancing and edging on to the othor 
sidewalk, so the foot-passengers flejl ijito the shops in terror. 
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The devil was in him. He would turn down dvery turning 
where he was not meant to go. He reared with panic at a 
furniture van. He insisted on going down the wrong side of 
the road. Rico was riding him with a martingale, and he could 
see the rolling, bloodshot eye. 

“Damn you, go l” said Rico, giving him a dig with the spurs. 

And away they went, dowi^. the high-road, in a thunder- 
bolt. It was a hot day, with thunder threatening, so r Rico was 
«soon in a flame of heat. He held on tight, with fixed eyes) 
trying all the time to rein in the horse. What he really 
was afraid, of was that the brute would - shy suddenly as he 
galloped. Watching for this, he didn’t care when they sailed 
past the turning to Corrabach. * 

St. Mawr flew on, in a sort, of £/ap. Marvellous the power 
and life in the creature. There was really a great joy in the 
motion. If only he wouldn’t take the comers at a gallop, 
nearly swerving Rico off! Luckily the road was cl6ar. To 
ride, to ride at this terrific gallop, on into eternity! 

After several miles, the horse slowed dovm, and JJico 
managed to pull him into a lane that might lead to Corra- 
bach. \yhen all was said and done, it was a wonderful ride. 
St. Mawr could go like the wind, but with that luxurious 
heavy ripple of life which is like nothing else on earth. It 
seemed* to carry one at once into another world, away from 
the life of the nerves. 

So Rico arrived, after all, something of a conqueror at 
Corrabach. To b^sure, he was perspiring, and so was his 
horse. But he was a hero^from another, heroic world. 

“Oh, such a hot ride ! ” he said, as he walked on to the lawn 
at Corrabach Hall. “Between the sun and the horse, really! — 
between two fires!” 

“Don’t you trouble, you’re looking dandy, a bit hot and 
flushed like,” said Flora Manby. “Let’s go and see your 
horse.” 

And he exclamation was: “Oh, he’s lovely \ He’s fine! I’d 
love to try Jiim once ” 

Rico tlecided to accept the invitation to stay overnight at 
Corrabach. JJsually he was very careful, and refused to stay, 
ljnlesi Lou was with himi- But they telephoned * to the post 
office at Cbonfesbuf/, would Mr. 4 Jones pleas&send a mtssage 
to Lady (Barrington that Sir Henry \vas staying the night at 
Corrabach Hall, but vyoujd be home next day. Mr. Jones 
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received the i^uest with unction, and said he Would go over 
himself to give the message to Lady Carrington. 

Lady Carrington was in the walled garden. The peculiarity 
of Mrs. Witt's house was that, for grounds proper, it had the 
churchyard. 

“I never thought, Louise, that one day I^hould have an old 
English churchyard for my f ltwns and shrubbed and park, 
jnd funeral mourners for my herds of deer. It's curious. For 
the first time in my life a fyneral has become a real thing to^ 
m&. I feel could write a book on them." 

But Louise only felt intimidated. 

At the back of the house was a flagged courtyard, with 
stables and a maple tree in a comer, and big doors opening on 
to the village street. EAit*at # the side was a walled garden, with 
fruit trees and currant bushes and a great bed of rhubarb, 
and soiye tufts of flowers, peonies, pink roses, sweet williams. 
Phoenix, wiic had a certain taste for gardening, would be out 
there thinning the carrots or tying up the lettuce. He was not 
laz?L- Qnlv h& would not take work seriously, as a job. He 
would De quite amused tying up lettuces, and would tie up 
head after head, quite prettily. Then, becoming b*>red, he 
would abandon ids task, light a cigarette, and go and stand 
on the threshold of the big doors, in full view of th% street, 
watching, and yet completely indifferent. 

After Rico’s departure on SL. Mawr, Lou went into the 
garden. And there she saw Phoenix working in the onion- 
bed. He was bending over, in his own •fflencc, busy with 
nimble, amused fingers among the grassy young onions. She 
thought he had not seen her, so she went down another path 
to where a swing bed hung under the apple tree. There she 
sat with a book and a bundle of magazines. Blit she did not 
read. 

She was rrftising vaguely. Vaguely, she was glad that Rico 
was away for a while. Vaguely, she felt a»sense of bitterness, 
of complete futility : the complete futility of her living. This 
left her drifting in a sea of utter chagrin. And Rico # seemed 
to her the symbol of the futility. Vaguely, she was aware that 
something else existed, but she dicftijt know whore it vjas or 
what it was? 

In the distance she ccjuld see Phoenix’s dark, Mther tall- 
built head, with itsTriack, fine, intensely-living hair tending to 
stand on end, like a brush with long, ^ery fine black bristles. 
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His hair, she thought, betrayed him as an aninxil* of a different 
species. He was growing a little bored by weeding onions: 
that also she coifld tell. Soon he would want some other 
amusement. 

Presently Lewis appeared. H.e was small, energetic, a little 
bit bow-legged, and he walked ^ith a slight strut. He wore 
khaki riding-breeches, leather gaiters, and a blue shirt. And, 
like Phoenix, he rarely had any cap or hat on his head. Hif 
‘thick black hair was parted at,, the side and brushed over 
heavily sideways, dropping on his forehead at the right. It 
was very long, a real mop, under which his eyebrows were 
dark and steady. 

“Seen Lady Carrrington?” he asked of Phoenix. 

“Yes, she’s sitting on that swyig over there — she’s been 
there quite a while.” 

The wretch — he had seen her from the very first! ,, 

Lewis came striding over, looking towards her with his pale- 
grey eyes, from under his mop of hair. 

“Mr. Jones from the post office wants to see ’you, jnyJ^dy, 
with a message from Sir Henry.” 

Instarfdy alarm took possession of Lou’s soul. 

“Oh! — Does*, he want to see me personally? — What 
message?. Is anything wrong?” — And her voice trailed out 
over the last word, with a sort of anxious nonchalance. 

“I don’t think it’s anything amiss,” ^aid Lewis reassuringly. 

“Oh ! . You don’t,” the relief came into her voice. Then 
she looked at Lewis with a slight, winning smile in her 
unmatched eyes. “I’m so afraid of St. Mawr, you know.” 
Her voice was soft and cajoling. Phoenix was listening in the 
distance. 

“St. Mawr’s all right, if you don’t do nothing to him,” 
Lewis replied. w 

“I'm sure he 'is! — But how is one to know*when one is 
doing something to him? — Tell Mr. Jones to come here, 
please,” she concluded, on a changed tone. 

Mr. Jonefe, a man of forty-five, thick-set, with a fresh com- 
plexion and rather fooligh brown eyes, and a big brown 
mousrache, ' came pranorng down the path, smiling rather 
fatuously, and^doff\ng his straw kat with a gorgeous bow the 
moment ke saw Lou sitting in her^slim white frock on the 
coloured swing bed under the trees with their hard green 
apples. 
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“Good-morning, Mr. Jones!” 

“Good-mornmg, Lady Carrington. — If I may say so, what 
a picture you make — a beautiful picture ” 

He beamed under his big brown moustache like the greatest 
lady-killer. 

“Do I! — Did Sir Henry say he was all right?” 

“He didn’t say exactly, • hit 1 should expect he is all 

right and Mr. Jones delivered his message, in the 

mayonnaise of his own unction. * 

t>“Thank you so much. Mi*. Jones. It’s awfully good of- you 
to come and tell mfi. Now I shan’t worry about Sir Henry 
at alir 

“It’s a great pleasure to come and deliver a satisfactory 
message to Lady Cacriwgton. # But it won’t be kind to Sir 
Henry if you don't wor rf about him at all in his absence. 
We all enjoy being worried about by those we love — so long 
as there rothing to worry about, of course!” 

“Quite!” said Lou. “Now won’t you take a glass of port 
and t abiscuitt or a whisky and soda? And thank you ever 
so mflPh ” 

“Thank you, mv Lady. I might drink a whisky %nd soda, 
since you are s r good.” . 

And he beamed fatuously. 

“Let Mr. Jones mix himself a whisky and soda, Lewfls,” said 
Lou. 

“Heavens!” she thoif|ght, as the postmaster retreated a little 
uncomfortably down the garden path, his bald spot passing in 
and out of the sun, under the tree*: “How ridiculous every- 
thing is, how ridiculous, ridiculous!” Yet she didn’t really 
dislike Mr. Jones and his interlude. 

Phoenix was melting away out of the garden. He had to 
follow the fun. 

“Phoenix !¥ Lou called. “Bring me a glass of water, will 
you? Or send somebody with it.” 

He stood in the path looking round at her. 

“All right ! # ” he said 

And he turned away again. 

She did not like bein? alone in tHfe^arden. Shejiked t£ have 
the men working somewh^je neat. "Curious how pleasant ft 
was to sit therf in the garden when PnCenix # w^g about, or 
Lewis. It made her feel *she could never be lonely or jumpy. 
But when Rico was there, she was a^ aching nerve. 
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Phoenix came back with a glass of water, *lemon juice, 
sugar, and a small bottle of brandy. He knew Lou liked a 
spoonful of brandy in her iced lemonade. 

“How thoughtful of you, Phoenix!” she said. “Did Mr. 
Jones get his whisky?” 

“He Was just getting it.” 

“That's right. — By the way, phoenix, I wish you wouldn’t 
get mad if Sir Henry speaks to you. He is really so kind.” 

*>' She looked up at the man. He stood there watching her 
in silence, tne invisible smile on nis face, and the* inscrutable 
Indian glint moving in his eyes. What was he thinking? 
There was something passive and almost submissive about 
him, but underneath this, an unyielding resistance and 
cruelty: yes, even cruelty. She feh that, on top, he was 
submissive and attentive, bringing her her lemonade as she 
liked it, without being told: thinking for her quite subtly. 
But underneath there was an unchanging hatred. He sub- 
mitted circumstantially, he worked for a wage. And even 
circumstantially, he liked his mistress — la patr^na — am^tier 
daughter. But much deeper than any circumstance* orany 
circumstantial liking, was the categorical hatred upon which 
he was founded, and with which he was powerless. His liking 
for Lou and for Mrs. Witt, his serving them and working for 
a wage, was all side-tracking his own nature, which was 
grounded on hatred of their very existence. But what was 
he to do? He had to live. Therefore he had to serve, to work 
for a wage, and wen to be faithful. 

And yet their existence made his own existence negative. 
If he was to exist, positively, they would have to cease to 
exist. At the same time, a fatal sort of tolerance made him 
serve these women, and go on serving. 

“Sir Henry is so kind to everybody,” Lou insisted. 

The half-breed A met her eyes, and smiled uncomfortably. 

“Yes, he’s a kind -pian,” he replied, as if sincerely. 

“Then why do you mind if he speaks to you?” 

“I don’t mind,” said Phoenix glibly. 

“But you do. Or else you wouldn’t make him so angry.” 

“Wgs he qngry? I doq’t know,” said Phoenix. 

*“He was very angrv. Ar*d you know.” 

“No, I dpn’t Know if he’s angry. I don’t krfow,” the fellow 
persisted. And there was a glib sort of satisfaction in his 
tone. 
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“That's awfully unkind of you, Phoenix," she said, growing 
offended in her turn. 

“No, I don’t know if he’s* angry*. I don’t want to make him 
angry. I don’t know ” 

He had taken on a tone of naive ignorance, which at once 
gratified her pride as a woman, and deceived her. 

“Well A you believe me w^i%n I tell you you did make him 
§ angry, don’t you?’’ 

<f Yes, I believe when you tell me.’’ 

^“And yow promise me, won't you, not to do it again? It’s 
so bad for him — so*bad for his nerves, and for his eyes. It 
makes them inflamed, and injures his eyesight. And you 
know, as an artistf it's terrible if anything happens to his 
eyesight ” 

Phoenix was watching Tier closely, to take it in. He still 
was not good at understanding continuous, logical statement. 
Logical connection in speech seemed to stupefy him, make 
him stupid. He understood in disconnected assertions of fact. 
But jie had gathered what she said. “He gets mad at you. 
When ne gets mad, it hurts his eyes. His eyes hurt him. 
He can’t see, because his eyes hurt him. He «vants to 
paint a picture he can’t. He can’t paint a picture, he can’t 
see clear ” 

Yes, he had understood. She saw he had understood, the 
bright glint of satisfaction moved in his eyes. 

“So now promise me, won’t you, you won’t make him mad 
again: you won’t make him angry?’’ 

“No, I won’t make him angry. I*don’t do anything to make 
him angry,” Phoenix answered, rather glibly. 

“And you do understand, don’t you? You do know how 
kind he is: how he’d do a good turn to anybody?” 

“Yes, he’s a kind man,” said fhoenix. 

“I’m so gted you realise. There, that’s luncheon! How nice 
it is to sit here in the garden, when everybody is nice to you ! 
No, I can carry the tray, don’t you bother.” 

But he to<jk the tray from her hand and followed Ijer to the 
house. And as he walked behind her, he watched the slim 
white nape of her nec\ beneath l3i$ clustering §f her fobbed 
hair, somethin^ as a stoat^watchfcs a ^J>bit he is following. 

In* the afternoon Lou retreated once more # to her place in 
the garden. Then! she lay, sitting with a bunch of pillows 
behind her, neither reading nor workyjg, just musing. She had 
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learned the new joy : to do absolutely nothing, but to lie and 
let the sunshine filter through the leaves, to see the bunch of 
red-hot-poker flowers pierce scarlet into the afternoon, beside 
the comparative neutrality of some foxgloves. The mere 
colour of hard red, like the big Oriental poppies that had 
fallen, ahd these p$ker flowers, lingered in her consciousness 
like a communication. 

Into this peaceful indolence, when even the big, dark-grey f 
*tower of the church beyond the wall and the yew trees was 
keeping its bells in silence, advanced Mrs. Witt,* in a broad 
Panama hat and a white dress. € 

'‘Don't you want to ride, or do something, Louise?” she 
asked ominously. 

“Don't you want to be peaceful, mother ?" retorted Louise. 

“Yes — an active peace. — I can’t' believe that my daughter 
can be content to lie on a hammock and do nothing, not 
even read or improve her mind, the greater part 'of the 
day.” 

“Well, your daughter is content to do that. It?>s her jgsatest 
pleasure.” 

“I know it. I can see it. And it surprises me very much. 
When I was your age, I was never still. 1 had so much 

/,/v » 


“Those maids, thank God, 

Are 'neath the sod. 

•*And all the generation.” 

< 

“No, but, mother, I only take life differently. Perhaps you 
used up that sort of go. I’m the harem type, mother: only I 
never want the men inside the lattice.” 

“Are you really my daughter? — Well! A woman never 
knows what will happen to her. I’m an American woman, 
and I suppose I’ve gpt to remain one, no matter where I am. — 
What did you want, Lewis?” 

The groom had approached down the path. 

“If I am to saddle Poppy?” said Lewis. 

“Nq, apparently not l” ieplled Mrs. Witt. “Your mistress 
p-efers the hammock to tfte saddle.” t 

“Thank ^ou, v Lewis. What mother says is' true this After- 
noon. at least.” And she gave him a peculiar little cross-eyed 
smile. 
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“Who/' said Mrs. Witt to the man, “has been cutting at 
your hair?" 

There was a moment of silent resentment. 

“I did it myself. Mam! Sir Henry said it was too long." 

“He certainly spoke the truth. But I believe there's a barber 
in the village on Saturdays — or you could jide over to Shrews- 
bury. Ji^t turn round, and^ej me look at the back. Is it the 
^noney?' 

“No, Mam. I don’t like these fellows touching my head." 
*»He spoko coldly, with a Certain hostile reserve that at once 
piqued Mrs. Witt. * 

“Don't you really!" she said. “But it's quite impossible for 
you to go about as you are. It gives you a half-witted appear- 
ance. Go now into tkc yard agd get a chair and a dust-sheet. 
I’ll cut your hair." 

Thejnan hesitated, hostile. 

“Don’t be afraid, I know how it’s, done. I’ve cut the hair 
of many a poor wounded boy in hospital : and shaved them 
to o v You've •got such a touch , nurse ! Poor fellow, he was 
dyingT\hough none of us knew it. — Those are the compli- 
ments I value, Louise. — Get that chair now, and a 4ust-sheet. 
I'll borrow yoi.» hair-scissors from Elena, Louise." 

Mrs. Witt, happily on the war-path, was herself again. She 
didn’t care for work, actual work. But she loved trimming. 
She loved arranging unnatural and pretty salads, devising 
new and piquant-lookfng ice-creams, having a turkey stuffed 
exactly as she knew a stuffed turkey in Loaisana, with chest- 
nuts and butter and stuff, or showing a servant how to turn 
waffles on a waffle-iron, or to bake a ham with brown sugar 
and cloves and a moistening of rum. She liked pruning rose 
trees, or beginning to cut a yew hedge into shape. She liked 
ordering her own and Louise’s shoes, with an exactitude and 
a knowledge of shoe-making that sent the salesmen crazy. 
She was a demon in shoes. Reappearing from America, she 
would pounce on her daughter. “Louise, throw those shoes 
away. Give^them to one of the maids." — “But, mother, they 
are some of the best French shoes. I like them."— “Throw 
them away. A shoe ^as only twft f excuses for existing: per- 
fect comfort ojr perfect ^pearaUce. Jhose have neither.# I 
hav£ brought you some shoes." — Yes, She Ifad J>rought ten 
pairs of shoes from New York. She knew her daughter's toot 
as she knew her own. 
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So now shei w'as in her element, looming behind Lewis as 
he sat in the middle of the yard swathed in a dust-sheet. She 
had on an overall and a pair of wash-leather gloves, and she 
poised a pair of long scissors like one of the Fates. In her big 
hat she looked curiously young, but with the youth of a by- 
gone generation. Her heavy-lidded, laconic grey eyes were 
alert, studying the groom’s black' mop of hair. Her eyebrows 
made thin, uptilting black arches on her brow. Her fresh skiq 
frwas slightly powdered, and she was really handsome in a 
bold, bygone, eighteenth-century style. Some of ihe curious, 
adventurous stoicism of the eighteenth century: and then a 
certain blatant American efficiency. 

Lou, who had strayed into the yard to* see, looked so much 
younger and so many thousand of years older than her 
mother, as she stood in her wisp-ilke diffidence, the clusters 
of grape-like bobbed hair hanging beside her face, with its 
fresh colouring and its ancient weariness, her slightly squint- 
ing eyes, that were so disillusioned they were becoming faun- 
like. 

“Not too short, mother, not too short!” she remonstrated, 
as Mrs. Witt, with a terrific flourish of efficiency, darted at 
the man’s black hair, and the thick flakes fell like black snow. 

“Now, Louise, I’m right in this job, please don’t interfere. 
Two thmgs I hate to see: a man with his wool in his neck 
and ears: and a bare-faced young man who looks as if he’d 
bought his face as well as his hair from a men’s beauty- 
specialist.” 

And efficiently she bent down, clip — clip — clipping! while 
Lewis sat utterly immobile, with sunken head, in a sort of 
despair. 

Phoenix stood against the stable door, with his restless, 
eternal cigarette. And in the kitchen doorway the maids 
appeared and flpd, appeared and fled in delight. The old 
gardener, a fixture jyho went with the house, creaked in and 
stood with his legs apart, silent in intense condemnation. 

“First time I ever see such a thing!” he muttered to him- 
self, as He creaked on into the garden. He was a bad-tempered 
old soul, wtyo thoroughly disapproved of the household, and 
Mfloula have given nptice, <^ut thfit he knew f which side his 
bread was ,buttered^ and there was butter tfnstinted oh his 
bread in Mrs. Witt’s kitchen. 

Mrs. Witt stood back to survey her handiwork, holding 
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those terrifying shears with their beak erect, Lewis lifted his 
head and looked stealthily round, like a creature in a trap. 

"Keep still!" she said, "t haven’t finished." 

And she went for his front hair, with vigour, lifting up long 
layers and snipping off the ends artistically : till at last he sat 
with a black aureole upon the floor, and his ears standing out 
with curious new alertness flrcyn the sides of his dean-clipped 
head. 

"Stand up," she said, "and let me look." 

*He stood#up, looking absilrdly young, with the hair all cut 
away from his necK and ears, left thick only on top. She 
surveyed her woik with satisfaction. 

"You look so miach younger," she said, "you would be 
surprised. Sit down again." 

She clipped the back of^iis neck with the shears, and then, 
with a very slight hesitation, she said: 

"Now abcut the beard!" 

But the man rose suddenly from the chair, pulling the dust- 
cloth from his neck with desperation. 

"Nfc^Tll do that myself," he said, looking her in the eyes 
with a cold light m his pale-grey, uncanny eyes. 

She hesitated in a kind of wonder at \iis queer male 
rebellion. 

"Now, listen, I shall do it much better than you— and be- 
sides," she added hurriedly, snatching at the dust-cloth he 
was flinging on the Aair — "I haven’t quite finished round 
the ears." 

"I think I shall do," he said, again looking her in the eyes, 
with a cold, white gleam of finality. "Thank you for what 
you’ve done." 

And he walked away to the stable. 

"You’d better sweep up here," Mrs. Witt called. 

"Yes, Mam," he replied, lookifig round at her again with an 
odd lesentment, but continuing to walk ^wSy. 

"However!" said Mrs. Witt, "I suppose he’ll do." 

And she cjivested herself of gloves and overall and walked 
indoors to wash and to change. Lou went indoors tdb. 

"It is extraordinary what hair •that man ha^!’’ said Mrs. 
Witt. "Did I tell you when I wai fh Paris, I saw a wSmai^s 
face*in the hofbl that I tnought I kne>^? I® couldn’t place 
her, till she was coming towards me. 'Aren’t you Racnel 
Fannifcre?' she said. 'Aren’t you Janette Leroy?' We hadn't 
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seen each other since we were girls of twelve and thirteen, 
at school in New Orleans. 4 0h!' she said to^me. ‘Is every 
illusion doomed to perish? You had such wonderful golden 
curls! All my life I’ve said, Oh, if only I had such lovely 
hair as Rachel Fanniere! I’ve seen those beautiful golden 
curls of yours all my life. And now I meet you, you’re grey ! ' 
Wasn't that Jterribl6, Louise? \yell, that man’s hair made me 
think of it — so thick and curious. It’s strange what’ a differ- 
ence there is in hair; I suppose it’s because he’s just an animal 1 
— no mind! There’s nothing I admire in a man ]ike a good 
mind. Your father was a very clever nlan, and all the men 
I’ve admired have been clever. But isn’t it curious now. I’ve 
never cared much to touch their hair. Hojv strange life is ! If 
it gives one thing, it takes away another. — And even those 
poor boys in hospital : I have shaved them, or cut their hair, 
like a mother, never thinking anything of it. Lovely, intel- 
ligent, clean boys< most of them were. Yet it never did any- 
thing to me. I never knew before that something could 
happen to one from a person’s heir! Like to Janette Leroy 
from my curls when I was a child. And now I’m greyfSTshe 
says. — I wonder how old a man Lewis is, Louise! Didn’t he 
look absurdly young with his ears pricking up?” 

“I think Rico* said he was forty or forty-one.” 

“And^never been married?” 

“No — not as far as I know.” 

“Isn’t that curious now! — just an animal! No mind! A 
man with no mind! I’ve always thought that the most 
despicable thing. Yet such wonderful hair to touch. Your 
Henry has quite a good mind, yet I would simply shrink from 
touching his hair. 1 suppose one likes stroking a cat’s fur, 
just the same. Just the animal in man. Curious that I never 
seem to have met it, Louise. Now I come to think of it, he 
has the eyes of a human cat: a human tom-cat. ♦ Would you 
call him stupid? Yes, he’s very stupid.” 

“No, mother, he’s not stupid. He only doesn’t care about 
most things” 

“Like t*n animal! But what a strange look he has in his 
eyes! A strange sort of intelligence! and a confidence in him- 
self. ian't that curious, Loajf^, in a man with as little mind as 
he has? Do you know, I should say he coulu see through a 
woman pretty well.” 

“Why, mother!” said Lou impatiently. “I think one gets 
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so tired of ytijir men with mind, as you call if. There are so 
many of that sort of clever men. # And there are lots of men 
who aren't very clever, blit are rather nice: and lots are 
stupid. It seems to me there’s something else besides mind 
and cleverness, or niceness or cleanness. Perhaps it is the 
animal. Just think of St % Mawr! I'v^ thought so much 
about hi*n. Wfe call him an afiimal, but we nevef know what 
*it means. He seems a far greater mystery to me than a clever 
man. He's a horse. Why cjn't one say in the same way of a J 
ififan : 'He'jf a man?' # There seems no mystery in being a man. 
But there's a terrible mystery in St. Mawr." 

Mrs. Witt watched her daughter quizzically. 

"Louise," she saicf, "you won’t tell me that the mere animal 
is all that counts in ^ mgn. 1 will never believe it. Man is 
wonderful because he is able to think ." 

"Bufc is he?" cried Lou, with sudden exasperation. "Their 
thinking seems to me all so childish : like stringing the same 
beads over and over again. Ah, men! They and their think- 
ing' s <f paltry. How can you be impressed?" 

Mrs." Witt raised her eyebrows sardonically. 

"Perhaps I’m *“.ot — any more," she said with a g*im smile. 

"But," she auded, "I still can’t see that I arm to be impressed 
by the mere animal in man. The animals are the saige as we 
are. It seems to me they have the same feelings and wants as 
we do in a commonplace way. The only difference is that they 
have no minds: no human minds, at least. And no matter 
what you say, Louise, lack of minds m<*kes the common- 
place." 

Lou knitted her brows nervously. 

"I suppose it does, mother. — But men's minds are so 
commonplace : look at Dean Vyner and his ftiind ! Or look 
at Arthur Balfour, as a shining.example. Isn't that common- 
place, that Cleverness? I would hate St. Ma^vr to be spoilt by 
such a mind.” 

"Yes, Louise, so would I. Because the men you mention 
are really old women, knitting the same pattern fiver and 
over again. Nevertheless, I shall ^ever alter my belief that 
real mind is all that blatters in a flian, and it *s%that tjktat we 
women lo^e." 

"’fes, mother! — But what is real mind? The%old woman 
who knits the most complicated pattern ? Oh, I can hear all 
their needles clicking, the clever *ne^! As a matter of fact. 
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mother, I believe Lewis has far more real mind than Dean 
Vyner or any of the clever ones. He has a good intuitive 
mind, he knows things without ^thinking them. M 

“That may be, Louise! But he is a servant. He is under. 
A real man should never be under. And then you could 
never be intimate \rith a man like Lewis/' 

“I don't want intimacy, mothA-. I’m too tired of, it all. I 
love St. Mawr because he isn’t intimate. He stands where one, 
>can't get at him. And he burns with life. And where does his 
life come from, to him ? That’s th*e mystgry. That* great burn- 
ing life in him, which never is dead. Most men have a dead- 
ness in them, that frightens me so, because of my own dead- 
ness. Why can’t men get their life straight, like St. Mawr, 
and then think? Why can’t they think tquick, mother: quick 
as a woman: only farther than fre do? Why isn’t men's 
thinking quick like fire, mother? Why is it so slow, sp dead, 
so deadly dull?” 

“I can't tell you, Louise. My own opinion of the men of 
to-day has grown very small. But I can live iif spite o^it/' 

“No, mother. We seemed to be living off old fuel, flke the 
camel when he lives off his hump. Life doesn’t rush into us, 
as it does even into St. Mawr, and he’s a dependent animal. 
I can't live, mother. I just can't." 

“I dorft see why not! I'm full of life." 

“I know you are, mother. But I'm not, and I'm your 
daughter. — Aiid don’t misunderstand me, mother! I don't 
want to be an animal like a horse or a cat or a lioness, though 
they all fascinate me, the way they get their life straight , not 
from a lot of old tanks, as we do. I don’t admire the cave- 
man, and that sort of thing. But think, mother, if we could 
get our lives straight from the source, as the animals do, and 
still be ourselves. You don’t f like men yourself. But you’ve 
no idea how men just tire me out : even the very thought of 
them. You say they, are too animal. But they’re not, mother. 
It’s the animal in them has gone perverse, or cringing, or 
humble, or domesticated, like dogs. I don’t kno^y one single 
man wh8 is a proud living animal. I know they’ve left off 
really f thinkigg. But thejrmen always do leave off really 
thinking when the lagt bit*t)f wijfl animal djps in them." 

“Because *ve 1iave f minds " 

“We have no minds once c we are tame, rrfbther. Men are all 
women, knitting and crqchetting words together." 
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“I can't altogether agree, you know, Louise." « 

“I know yoi# don't. — You like clever men. But clever men 
are mostly such unpleasant pnimak. As animals, so very un- 
pleasant. And in men like Rico, the animal has gone queer 
and wrong. And in those nice clean boys you liked so much 
in the war, there is no wild animal left in them. They're all 
tame dogs, even, when they'rt j^rave and will-bred* They're all 
tame dog£, mother, with human masters. There's no mystery 
in them." 

"What do you want, Louise? You da want the cave man, 
who'll knock you on»the head with a club." 

"Don't be silly, mother. That’s much more your sub- 
conscious line, you # admirer of Mind — I don't consider the 
cave man is a real hqpan animal at all. He’s a brute, a de- 
generate. A pure animal men would be as lovely as a deer or 
a leopard, burning like a flame fed straight from underneath. 
And heM be part of the unseen, like a mouse is, even. And 
he'd never cease to wonder, he’d breathe silence and unseen 
wonder, as thp partridges do, running in the stubble. He’d be 
all tii^unimals in turn, instead of one, fixed, automatic thing, 
which he is now, grinding on the nerves. — Ah, no, pother, I 
want the wonder Lick again, or I shall die. 1 don’t want to be 
like you, just criticising and annihilating these" dreary people, 
and enjoying it.” 

"My dear daughter, whatever else the human animal might 
be, he’d be a dangerous commodity." 

"I wish he would, mother. I'm dying of th^e empty danger- 
less men, who are only sentimental.and spiteful." 

"Nonsense, you're not dying." 

"I am, mother. And I should be dead if there weren't St. 
Mawr and Phoenix and Lewis in the world." . 

"St. Mawr and Phoenix and Lewis! I thought you said they 
were servant*." 

"That’s the worst of it. If only they were masters! If only 
there were some men with as much natuftl life as they have, 
and their brave, quick minds that commanded instead of 
serving ! " 

"There are no such m ^n," said Mrs. Witt, with a certain 
grim satisfaction. 

"I Jcnow it. fcut I'm yotffig, and I've w got to live. And the 
thing that is offered me as life just starves me, starves me to 
death, mother. What am I to do? You enjoy shattering people 
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like Dean Vyuer. But I am young, I can’t live that way!” 

“That may be.” 

It had long ago struck Lou hpw much more her mother 
realised and understood than ever Rico did. Rico was afraid, 
always afraid of realising. Rico, with his good manners and 
his habitual kindness, and that peculiar imprisoned sneer of 
his. 

He arrived home next morning on St. Mawr, rathtfr flushed 
h and gaudy, and over-kind, with an empresse anxiety about 
Lou’s welfare which spoke too many volumes. Especially as 
he was accompanied by Flora Manby, tmd by Flora’s sister 
Elsie, and Elsie’s husband, Frederick Edwards. They all came 
on horseback. • 

“Such awful ages since I saw you*” said Flora to Lou. 
“Sorry if we burst in on you. We’ne only just saying ‘How do 
you do!’ and going on to the inn. They’ve got rooms all ready 
for us there. We thought we’d stay just one night ov6r here, 
and ride to-morrow to the Devil's Chair. Won’t you come? 
Lots of fun! Isn’t Mrs. Witt at home?” 

Mrs. Witt was out for the moment. When she retu nrfft she 
had on Ijpr curious stiff face, yet she greeted the newcomers 
with a certain cordiality : she felt it would be diplomatic, no 
doubt. 

“The#e are two rooms here,” she said, “and if you care to 
poke into them. Why, we shall be delighted to have you. But 
I’ll show them to you first, because* they are poor, incon- 
venient rooms, ^ith no running water and miles from the 
t*aths.” 

Flora and Elsie declared that they were “perfectly darling 
sweet rooms — not overcrowded.” 

“Well,” said. Mrs. Witt, “the conveniences certainly don’t 
fill up much space. But if you like to take them for what 
they are ” 

“Why, we feef absolutely overwhelmed, don’t we, Elsie? — 
But we’ve no clothes !” 

Suddenly the silence had turned into a house-party. The 
Manby girls appealed to lunch in fine muslin d Asses, bought 
in Paris, fresh as daisies. ¥/omen’s clothing takes up so little 
SDace, # especi?lly in sumn?e&! Fred Edwards was ope of those 
blond Englishmen wfth a little ffrush mousftche and those 
strong blue? eyes which were always attempting the senti- 
mental, but which Lou^ irf her prejudice, considered cruel: 
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upon what grounds she never analysed. However, he took a 
gallant tone with her at once, and she had to seem to simper. 
Rico, watching her, was so relieved when he saw the simper 
coming. 

It had begun again, the whole clockwork of ‘lots of fun* ! 

“Isn't Fred flirting perfectly outrageously with Lady 
Carrington! — She looks so ^vyeet!" criecf Flora* over her 
coffee-cup. “Don't you mind. Harry!" 

They called Rico ‘Harry’! His boy-name. 

“Only a very little," said Harry. “L'uquio & cacciatore ” 

“Oh* now, what dots that mean?" cried Flora, who always 
thrilled to Rico's bits of affectation. 

“It means," said Mrs. Witt, leaning forward and speaking 
in her most suave voi^e, “that man is a hunter." 

Even Flora shrank under* the smooth acid of the irony. 

“Oh, well now!" she cried. “If he is, then what is woman?" 

“The hunted," said Mrs. Witt, in a still smoother acid. 

“At least," sail Rico, “she is always gamel " 

“Ah, is she»though f " came Fred’s manly, well-bred tones. 
“I'm nSt so sure." 

Mrs. Witt looked from one man to the other, as if ^e were 
dropping them down the .bottomless pit. 

Lou escaped to 10v>k at St. Mawr. He was still moist where 
the saddle had been. And he seemed a little bit extinguished, 
as if virtue had gone out of him. 

But when he lifted his lovely naked head, like a bunch of 
flames, to see who it was had entered, sfye saw he was still 
himself. Forever sensitive and alerv his head lifted like the 
summit of a fountain. And within him the clean bones strik- 
ing to the earth, his hoofs intervening between him and the 
ground like lesser jewels. 

He knew her and did not resent her. But he took no notice 
of her. He would never ‘responS’. At first she had resented 
it. Now she was glad. He would never ^be*in^mate, thank 
heaven. 

She hid hejself away till tea-time, but she could not hide 
from the sound of voices. Dinner was early, at sevefl. Dean 
Vyner came — Mrs. Vyner was an fhvalid — and ^Jso an artist 
who had a studio in the \ i|}age a»cf dic^ etchings. He was ? 
man &f about tmrty-eight, and poor, just begirfliipg to accept 
himself as a failure, as far as making money goes. But he 
worked at his etchings and stuflie4 esoteric matters like 
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astrology and alchemy. Rico patronised him, and was a little 
afraid of him. Lou could not quite make iiim out. After 
knocking about Paris and London, and Munich, he was trying 
to become staid, and to persuade himself that English village 
life, with squire and dean in the background, humble artist in 
the middle, and labourer in the common foreground, was a 
genuine life. His self-persuasicn*was only moderate[y success- 
ful. This was betrayed by the curious arrest in his body : he 
seemed to have to force himself into movements: and by 
the curious duplicity in his yellow-grey, twinkling eyes, that 
twinkled and expanded like a goat’s, Vith mockery, irony, 
and frustration. 

“Your face is curiously like Pan’s/** said Lou to him at 
dinner. • 

It was true, in a commonplace Sense. He had the tilted eye- 
brows, the twinkling goaty look, and the pointed e,ars of a 
goat-Pan. 

“People have said so/’ he replied. “But I’m afraid it’s not 
the face of the Great God Pan. Isn’t it rather the Great Goat 
Pan!’ ~ 

“I say, that’s good!” cried Rico. “The Great Goat Pan!” 

“I have always found it difficult,” said the Dean, “to see the 
Great God Pan in that goat-legged old father of satyrs. He 
may h^ve a good deal of influence — the world will always be 
full of goaty old satyrs. But we find them somewhat vulgar. 
The goaty old satyrs are too comprehensible to me to be 
venerable, and /ail to see a Great God in the father of 
.them all.” 

“Your ears should be getting red,” said Lou to Cartwright. 
She, too, had an odd squinting smile that suggested nymphs, 
so irresponsible and unbelieving. 

“Oh no, nothing personal!” cried the Dean. 

“I am not sure,” said Cartwright, with a* small smile. 
“But don’t you ‘imagine Pan once was a great god before the 
anthropomorphic Greeks turned him into half a man?” 

“Ah! — maybe. This is very possible. But — ^ have noticed 
the limitation in ^myself — my mind has no grasp whatsoever 
of EYrope before the Gr&ks arose. Mr. Well’s Outline does 
*iot help me there, qithelM* the Qean added jvith^a smile. 

“But wlv*t >Vas Pan before he was a man with goat iegs?” 
asked Lou. 

“Before he looked lijce Jne!” said Cartwright, with a faint 
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grin. “I shoulcj say he was the god that is hidden in every- 
thing. In those* days you saw the thing, you never saw the 
god in it: I mean in the tree pr the ’fountain or the animal. If 
you ever saw the God instead of the thing, you died. If you 
saw it with the naked eye, that is. But in the night you might 
see the God. And you knew it was there/* 

‘The modern * pantheist, ndt ,only sees the God in every- 
thing, he\akes photographs of it/* said the Dean. 

“Oh, and the divine pictures he paints!*’ cried Rico. 

“Quite!” .^id Cartwright. 

“Bu* if they never Saw the God in the thing, the old ones, 
how did they know he was there? How did they have any 
Pan at all?” said Lou# 

“Pan was the hiddeji mystery — the hidden cause. That’s 
how it was a Great God. Pan wasn’t he at all: not even a 
great God. He was Pan. All : what you see when you see in 
full. In \he day-time you see the thing. But if your third eye 
is open, whi<~h ices only the things that can’t be seen, you 
may see Pan jvithin the thing, hidden : you may see with 
your fiTird eye, which is darkness.” 

“Do you think I might see Pan in a horse, for example?” 

“Easily. In St. Mawr!” — Cartwright gave her a knowing 
look. 

“But,” said Mrs. Witt, “it would be difficult, I shoiftd say, 
to open the third eye and see Pan in a man.” 

“Probably,** said Cartwright, smiling. “In man he is over- 
visible: the old satyr: the fallen Pan.” 

“Exactly!” said Mrs. Witt. And sfce fell Into a muse. ‘The 
fallen Pan!” she re-echoed. “Wouldn’t a man be wonderful 
in whom Pan hadn’t fallen!” 

Over the coffee in the grey drawing-room, she suddenly 
asked : 

“Supposing# Mr. Cartwright, (The did open the third eye 
and see Pan in an actual man — I wonder what it would be 
like?” * 

She half lowered her eyelids and tilted her face in a strange 
way, as if shi were tasting something, and not quite fure. 

“I wonder!” he said, smiling his*enigmatic smile. But she 
could see he^dicLnot understand. * • 

“Louise!” saicrMr s. Witt ft bed-time. <f Gbme4ntg my room 
for a moment, I want to ask you something.” 

“What is it, mother?” 
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<r You F yout get something from what Mr. Cartwright said 
about seeing Pan with the third eye? Seeing Pan in some- 
thing?” 

Mrs. Witt came rather close and tilted her face with strange 
insinuating question at her daughter. 

“I think I do, mother.” 

“In whaf? v — The question fame as a pistol-shot. 

“I think, mother,” said Lou reluctantly, “in St. Mhwr.” 

“In a horse!” — Mrs. Witt contracted her eyes slightly. 
“Yes, I can see that. I know what you mean., It is in St. 

Mawr. It is l But in St. Mawr it makes me afraid ” she 

dragged out the word. Then she came a step closer. “But, 
Louise, did you ever see it in a man?” 

“What, mother?” 1 

“Pan. Did you ever see Pan in a man, as you see Pan in 
St. Mawr?” 

Louise hesitated. 

“No, mother, I don’t think I did. When I look at men with 
my third eye, as you call it — I think I see — mostly — a sort 
of — pancake.” She uttered the last word with a despairing 
grin, ncjt knowing quite what to say. 

“Oh, Louise, isn't that it! Doesn’t one always see a pan- 
cake! Now listen, Louise. Have you ever been m love?” 

“Ye#, as far as I understand it.” 

“Listen, now. Did you ever see Pan in the man you loved? 
Tell me if you did.” 

“As I see Pai\ in St. Mawr? — no, mother!” And suddenly 
her lips began to tremble, and the tears came to her eyes. 

“Listen, Louise. I’ve been in love innumerable times — and 
really in love twice. Twice! — yet for fifteen years I’ve left 
off wanting tQ have anything to do with a man, really. For 
fifteen years! And why? Do you know? Because I couldn’t 
see that peculiar hidden Part* in any of them. And I became 
that I needed tcf. I needed it. But it wasn’t there. Not in any 
man. Even when Twas in love with a man, it was for other 
things: because I understood him so well, or he understood 
me, or* we had $juch sympathy. Never the hidden Pan. Do 
you understand what I nfcan? Unfallen Pan!” 
n “More or less, mother.”* 

“But now wy thiVd eye is cdfning open/ 1 believe. « I am 
tired of alf these men like breakfast cakes, with a teaspoon- 
ful of mind or a teaspoohful of spirit in them, for baking- 
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powder. Isn’t 'it extraordinary: that young mdh Cartwright 
talks about Pan, but he knows nothing of it all. He knows 
nothing of the unfallen Pan* only the fallen Pan with goat 
legs and a leer — and that sort of power, don’t you know.” 

“But what do you know of the unfallen Pan, mother?” 

“Don’t ask me, Louise ! 1 feel all of a tremble, as if I was 
just on the verge.” 

She flashed a little look of incipient triumph, and said good- 
night. 

An excursion on hgrseback had been arranged for the next 
day, to two old groups of rocks, called the Angel’s Chair and 
the Devil’s Chair, which crowned the moor-like hills looking 
into Wales, ten miles*away. Everybody was going — they were 
to start early in the nBornipg, and Lewis would be the guide, 
since no one exactly knew the way. 

Lou got up soon after sunrise. There was a summer scent 
in the trees of early morning, and monkshood flowers stood 
up dark and tall, with shadows. She dressed in the green 
linen riding-skirt her maid had put ready for her, with a close 
bluish smock. 

“Are you going out already, dear?*’ called Rico from his 
room. 

“Just to smell the iose£ before we start, Rico.” 

He appeared in the doorway in his yellow silk pyjamas. 
His large blue eyes hajl that rolling, irritable look and the 
slightly bloodshot whites which made her want to escape. 

“Booted and spurred! — the energy !” he»ciled. 

“It’s a lovely day to ride,” she said. 

“A lovely day to do anything except ride!” he said. “Why 
spoil the day riding!” — A curious bitter acid escaped into his 
tone. It was evident he hated the excursion. # 

“Why, we needn’t go if you dpn’t want to, Rico.” 

“Oh, I’m sfire I shall love it, once I get stajted. It’s all this 
business of starting , with horses and pamphernalia ” 

Lou went into the yard. The horses were drinking at the 
trough under«the pump, their colours strong and ric|j in the 
shadow of the tree. ^ 

“You’re not coming with us, Phoenix?” she said. 

“Le # wis, hte’s ]|ding my h#rse.” _ t # 

She could tell Phoenix did not like being left behind. 

By half-past seven everybody was ready. The sun was in 
the yard, the horses were saddled. •Tb^y came swishing their 
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tails. Lewis ‘brought out St. Mawr from his' separate box, 
speaking to him very quietly in Welsh : a murmuring, sooth- 
ing little speech. Lou, alert, could see that he was uneasy. 

“How is St. Mawr this morning?” she asked. 

“He’s all right. He doesn’t like so many people. He’ll be 
all right once, he’s started.” 

The strangers were in the Saddle : they moved cut to the 
deep shade of the village road outside. Rico came to his horse 
to mount. St. Mawr jumped away as if he had seen the devil. 

“Steady, fool!" cried Rico. 

The bay stood with his four feet spread, his neck arched, his 
big dark eye glancing sideways with that watchful, frighten- 
ing look. 

“You shouldn't be irritab'e with him, Rico!” said Lou. 
"Steady then, St. Mawr! Be steady.” 

But a certain anger rose also in her. The creature was so 
big, so brilliant, and so stupid, standing there with his hind 
legs spread, ready to jump aside or to rear terrifically, and his 
great eye glancing with a sort of suspicious frenzy. What 
was there to be suspicious of, after all? — Rico would do him 
no harm. 

“No one wfl harm you, St. Mawr,” she reasoned, a bit 
exasperated. ’ 

The groom was talking quietly, murmuringly, in Welsh. 
Rico was slowly advancing again to ppt his foot in the stirrup. 
The stallion was watching from the corner of his eye, a strange 
glare of suspicious, frenzy burning stupidly. Any moment his 
immense physical force might be let loose in a frenzy of panic 
— or malice. He was really very irritating. 

“Probably he doesn’t like that apricot shirt,” said Mrs. Witt, 
"although it tones into him wonderfully well.” 

She pronounced it ap — riqot, and it irritated Rico terribly. 

“Ought we tq have asked him before we pift it on?” he 
flashed, his upper J?p lifting venomously. 

“I should say you should,” replied Mrs. Witt coolly. 

Rico ^turned with a sudden rush to the horse. Back went 
the great animal, with a ^udden splashing crash of hoofs on 
the qpbble-stones, and L^wis hanging on like a shadow. Up 
Vent the forefeet, ^vowing the bf'ly. 

"The thkig is accursed,” said Rico, who had dropped the 
reins in sudden shock, and stood marooned. His rage over- 
whelmed him like a hl?cki flood. 
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“Nothing in.fhe world is so irritating as a horse that is 
acting up," thought Lou. 

“Say, Harry !” called Flora from the road. “Come out here 
into the road to mount him." 

Lewis looked at Rico and nodded. Then soothing the big, 
quivering animal, he led him springily out to the road under 
the trees, where the three friAi<js were waiting. Lou and her 
mother got quickly into the saddle to follow. And in another 
moment Rico was mounted and bouncing down the road in 
the wrong direction, Lewis following on the chestnut. It was 
some tftne before RiccJ could get St. Mawr round. Watching 
him from behind, those waiting could judge how the young 
baronet hated it. 

But at last they set qff — Rico ahead, unevenly but quietly, 
with the two Manby girls, Ifou following with the fair young 
man who had been in a cavalry regiment and who kept look- 
ing rouncl for Mrs. Witt. 

“Don’t look round for me,” she called. “I'm riding behind, 
out of the dust." 

Just behind Mrs. Witt came Lewis. It was a whole cavalcade 
trotting in the morning sun past the cottages and the % cottage 
gardens, round the fieM rhat was the recreation-ground, into 
the deep hedges of the lane. 

“Why is St. Mawr so bad at starting? Can’t you gft him 
into better shape?’’ she asked over her shoulder. 

“Beg your pardon, Mafti!” 

Lewis trotted a little nearer. She glanced o^er her shoulder 
at him, at his dark, unmoved face, his coot little figure. 

“I think Mam is so ugly. Why not leave it out!” she said. 
Then she repeated her question. 

“St. Mawr doesn’t trust anybody,” Lewis replied. 

“Not you?" 

“Yes. he trusts me — mostly.” 

“Then why not other people?” 

“They're different.” 

“All of them?” 

“About all 8f them." 

“How are they different?” 

He looked # at ter with his remote* Uncanny grey w eyes. 

“Different,” he*said, not knowing how eke to*pqf it. 

. They rode on slowly, up the steep rise of the wood, then 
down into a glade where ran a littlq railway built for hauling 
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some mysterious mineral out of the hill in war-time, and now 
already abandoned. Even on this countryside the dead hand 
of the war lay like a corpse decomposing. 

They rode up again, past the foxgloves under the trees. 
Ahead the brilliant St. Mawr and the sorrel and grey horses 
were swimmjng Jike butterflies through the sea of bracken, 
glittering ftrom sun to shade, osflade to sun. Then pnce more 
they were on a crest, and through the thinning trees could see 
the slopes of the moors beyond the next dip. 

Soon they were in the open, rolling hills, golden in the 
morning and empty save for a couple of distant bilberry- 
pickers, whitish figures pick — pick — picking with curious, 
rather disgusting assiduity. The horses* were on an old trail 
which climbed through the „pinky tips of heather and ling, 
across patches of green bilberry/ Here and there were tufts 
of harebells blue as bubbles. , 

They were out, high on the hills. And there to west lay 
Wales, folded in crumpled folds, goldish in the morning light, 
with its moor-like slopes and patches of corn* uncannily dis- 
tinct. Between was a hollow, wide valley of summer haze, 
showing white farms among trees, and grey slate roofs. 

“Ride beside me/' she said to Lewis. “Nothing makes me 
want to go back to America like the old look of these little 
villages. — You have never been to America ?” 

“No, Mam.” 

“Don’t you ever want to go?” 

“I wouldn’t minjd going.” 

"But you’re not just c*azy to go?” 

“No, Mam.” 

"Quite content as you are?” 

He looked at her, and his pale, remote eyes met hers. 

"I don’t fret myself,” he replied. 

"Not about anything at all — ever?” 

His eyes glaricec^ ahead, at the other riders. 

"No, Mam ! ” he replied, without looking at her. 

She rode a few moments in silence. 

“WHat is that*over there?” she asked, pointing across the 
valitv. “WJiat is it called?” 

"Yon’s Montgomery. t* j 

“Montgomery ! c And is that Wales ?" she trailed the 

ending curiously. 

"Yes, Mam.” 
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“Where you -come from ?” 

“No, Mam! I J come from Merioneth.” 

“Not from Wales? I thought you* were Welsh?” 

“Yes, Mam. Merioneth is Wales.” 

“And you are Welsh?” 

“Yes, Mam.” 

“I had 3 Welsh grandmother j But I come from<jLouisiana, 
and when I go back home, the negroes still call me Miss 
Rachel. ‘Oh, my, it’s little Miss Rachel come back home! 
Why, ain’t I mighty glad to see you — u. Miss Rachel!’ That 
gives i fte such a stran^b feeling, you know.” 

The man glanced at her curiously, especially when she 
imitated the negroes. 

“Do you feel strange ,when yoy go home?” she asked. 

“I was brought up by an Aunt and uncle,” he said. “I never 
want to^ee them.” 

“And you don’t have any home?” 

“No, Mam/ 

“No wife no» anything?” 

“No, Mam.” 

“But what do you do with your life?” 

“I keep to myself.” 

“And care about nothing?” 

“I mind St. Mawr.” 

“But you’ve not always had St. Mawr — and you won’t 
always have him. — WerS you in the war?” 

“Yes, Mam.” 

“At the front?” 

“Yes, Mam — but I was a groom.” 

“And you came out all right?” 

“I lost my little finger from a bullet.” 

He held up his small, dark left hand, from which the little 
finger was missing. 

“And did you like the war — or didn't you?* 

“I didn’t like it.” 

Again his p^le grey eyes met hers, and they looked ^o non- 
human and uncommunicative, so without connection, and in- 
accessible, she was troubled. ‘ 

“Tell me,”^he ^id. “Did you nevcf Ivanj: a wife and a home 
and children, like other men?^’ 

. “No, Mam. I never wanted a home of my own.” 

“Nor a wife of your own?” 
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“No, Mam." 

“Nor children of your own?” 

“No, Mam." 

She reined in her horse. 

"Now wait a minute,” she said. "Now tell me why." 

His horse came to standstill, and the two riders faced one 
another. 

“Tell me why — I must know why you never wanted a wife 
and children and a home. I must know why you’re not like 
other men.” 

“I never felt like it,” he said. “1 made my life with horses.” 

"Did you hate people very much? Did you have a very 
unhappy time as a child?” 

“My aunt and uncle didn’t like me,, and I didn’t like them.” 

"So you’ve never liked anybody?” 

"Maybe not,” he said. “Not to get as far as marrying them.” 

She touched her horse and moved on. 

“Isn’t that curious !,” she said. "I’ve loved people, at various 
times. But I don’t believe I’ve ever liked anybody, except a 
few of our negroes. I don’t like Louise, though she’s my 
daughter and I love her. But I don’t really like her. — I think 
you’re the first person I’ve ever liked since I was on our planta- 
tion, and we had some very fine negroes. — And I think that’s 
very curious. — Now I want to know if you like me” 

She looked at him searchingly, but he did not answer. 

‘Tell me," she said. “I don’t mind if you say no. But tell 
me if you like me I feel I must know.” 

The flicker of a smilewvent over his face — a very rare thing 
with him. 

"Maybe I do," he said. He was thinking that she put him 
on a level with a negro slave on a plantation : in his idea, 
negroes were still slaves. But he did not care where she put 
him. 

"Well, I’m gljtjL— l’m glad if you like me. Because you 
don’t like most people, I know that.” 

They had passed the hollow where the old Aldecar Chapel 
hid in damp isolation, beside the ruined mill, over the stream 
that; came ,down from the moors. Climbing the sharp slope, 
they saw the folded huh. like great shut fi lgerc, with steep, 
deep clefts between. On the near skyline was a bunch of 
rocks : and away to the right another bunch. 

"Yon’s the Angel’,? Chair,” said Lewis, pointing to the 
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nearer rocks. ".And yon's the Devil's Chair, where we're 
going." 

“Oh!" said Mrs. Witt. “And aren't we going to the Angel's 
Chair?" 

“No, mam." 

“Why not?" 

“There's^ nothing to see trfene. The other's higher, and 
bigger, ana that's where folks mostly go." 

“Is that so! — They give the Devil the higher seat in this 
country, do they? I think they're right.'" And as she got no 
answer, she added: “\bu believe in the Devil, don't you?” 

“I never met him," he answered evasively. 

Ahead, they could ^see the other horses twinkling in a 
cavalcade up the slope, *he black t the bay, the two greys and 
the sorrel, sometimes bunching, sometimes straggling. At a 
gate all jvaited for Mrs. Witt. The fair young man fell in 
beside her, and talked hunting at her. He had hunted the fox 
over these hiiis, and was vigorously excited locating the spot 
where the hounds first gave cry, etc. 

“Really!" said Mrs. Witt. “Really l Is that so!" 

If irony could have been condensed to prussic aqjd, the 
fair young man wouM have ended his life’s history with his 
reminiscences. 

They came at last, trotting in file along a narrow~track 
between heather, along the saddle of a hill, to where the knot 
of pale granite suddenly* cropped out. It was one of those 
places where the spirit of aboriginal England still lingers, the 
old savage England, whose last blood flows still in a few 
Englishmen, Welshmen, Comishmen. The rocks, whitish with 
weather of all the ages, jutted against the blue August sky, 
heavy with age-moulded roundness. ♦ 

Lewis stayed below with the horses, the party scrambled 
rather awkwaKlly, in their riding-boots, up the foot-worn 
boulders. At length they stood in the place called the Chair, 
looking west, west towards Wales, that rolle!! in golden folds 
upwards. It \^as neither impressive nor a very picturesque 
landscape: the hollow valley with farms, and then the # rather 
bare upheaval of hills, slopes with coFn and moor apd pasyire, 
rising like a barricade, seemingly higtf, slantingly. Yet it had 1 
a strange effect on the imagination. 

• "Oh, mother," said Lou, “doesn't it make you teel old, old, 
older than anything ever was?" 
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“It certainly does seem aged,” said Mrs. Witt. 

“It makes me want to die,” said Lou. “I Ceel we’ve lasted 
almost too long.” 

“Don’t say that. Lady Carrington. Why, you’re a spring 
chicken yet : or shall I say an unopened rose-bud,” remarked 
the fair yopng man. 

“No,” said Lou. “All these bullions of ancestor^ have used 
all the life up. We’re not really alive, in the sense that they 
were alive.” 

“But who?” said Rico. “Who are they?” 

“The people who lived on these hills in the days gone by.” 

“But the same people still live on the hills, darling. It’s 
just the same stock.” 

“No, Rico. That old fighting stock, that worshipped devils 
among these stones — I’m sure they did ” 

“But look here, do you mean they were any bette£ than we 
are?” asked the fair young man. 

Lou looked at him quizzically. 

“We don’t exist,” she said, squinting at himnoddly. 

“I jolly well know 1 do,” said the fair young man. 

“I consider these days are the best ever, especially for girls,” 
said Flora M^nby. “And, anyhow, they’re our own days, so I 
don’t jolly well see the use of crying them down.” 

Th£y were all silent, with the last echoes of emphatic joie 
de vivre trumpeting on the air, across the hills of Wales. 

“Spoken like a brick. Flora,” said Rico. “Say it again, 
we may not . have the Devil’s Chair for a pulpit next 
time.” 

“I do,” reiterated Flora. “I think this is the best age there 
ever was for a girl to have a good time in. I read all through 
H. G. Wells’s, History, and I shut it up and thanked my stars I 
live in nineteen-twenty odd, not in some other beastly date 
when a woman had to cringe before mouldy, domineering 
men.” 

After this th£y turned to scramble to another part of the 
rocks, to the famous Needle's Eye. 

“Thtank you so much, I am really better without help,” said 
Mr^ % Witt^to the fair yotmg man, as she slid downwards till a 
* piece of grey silk ptocUrg shojved above fyer tall boot. But 
she got hfr toe iri a safe place, and in a moment stood beside 
him, while he caught her arm protectingly. He might as well 
have caught the paw^of^a mountain lion protectingly. 
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“I should like • so much to know/* she said suavely, looking 
into his eyes wi& a demonish straight look, “what makes you 
so certain that you exist ?’* 

He looked back at her, and his jaunty blue eyes went 
baffled. Then a slow, hot, salmon-coloured flush stole over 
his face, and he turned abruptly round. 

The Needle's Eye was a hole the ancient grey Tock, like 
a window, looking to England; England at the moment in 
shadow. A stream wound and glinted in the flat shadow, and 
beyond* that the flat, insignificant hills heaped in mounds of 
shade. Cloud was coming — the English side was in shadow. 
Wales was still in the sun, but the shadow was spreading. 
The day was going uf disappoint them. Lou was a tiny bit 
chilled already. 

Luncheon was still severaTmiles away. The party hastened 
down to the horses. Lou picked a few sprigs of ling, and some 
harebells, and some straggling yellow flowers: not because 
she wanted them, but to distract herself. The atmosphere of 
‘enjoying ours eaves’ was becoming cruel to her: it sapped all 
the life out of her. "Oh, if only I needn’t enjoy myself," she 
moaned inwardly. But the Manby girls were cnjoyinf them- 
selves so much. "I think it’s frantically lovely up here," said 
the other one — not Flora— Elsie. 

"It is beautiful, isn’t it! I’m so glad you like it," replied 
Rico. And he was really relieved and gratified, because the 
other one said she was enjoying it so frightfully. He dared not 
say to Lou, as he wanted to: "I’m afraid,#Lofl, darling, you 
don’t love it as much as we do/'-^He was afraid of her 
answer : "No, dear, I don’t love it at all ! I want to be away 
from these people." 

Slightly piqued, he rode on with the Manby group, and Lou 
came behind with her mother. Qoud was covering the sky 
with grey. Thfcre was a cold wind. Everybody v r as anxious 
to get to the farm for luncheon, and be sejgly home before 
rain came. 

They were riding along one of the narrow little foot-tracks, 
mere grooves of grass between hither and bright green 
bilberry. The blond young man was ahead, then* his wife, 
then Flora, then ftf co. Lou, from 9 iittl® f listaijce , watched 1 
the glossy, powerful haunches of St. Mawr swaying with life, 
always too much life, like a menace. The fair young man was 
whistling a new dance tune. 
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“That’s an awfully attractive tune,” Rico called. “Do whistle 
it again, Fred, I should like to memorise it” *' 

Fred began to whistle it again. 

At that moment St. Mawr exploded again, shied sideways 
as if a bomb had gone off, and kept backing through the 
heather. 

"Fool!** cried Rico, thoroughly unnerved: her had been 
terribly sideways in the saddle, Lou had feared he was going 
to fall. But he got his seat, and pulled the reins viciously, to 
bring the horse to order, and put him ( on the track again. St. 
Mawr began to rear : his favourite trick. Rico got him for- 
ward a few yards, when up he went again. 

“Fool ! ” yelled Rico, hanging in the 'air. 

He pulled the horse over backwards on top of him. 

Lou gave a loud, unnatural, horrible scream: she heard it 
herself, at the same time as she heard the crash of the falling 
horse. Then she saw a pale gold belly, and hoofs that worked 
and flashed in the air, and St. Mawr writhing, straining his 
head terrifically upwards, his great eyes starting from the 
naked lines of his nose. With a great neck arching cruelly 
from the ground, he was pulling frantically at the reins, which 
Rico still held tight. — Yes, Rico, lying strangely sideways, his 
eyes ,also starting from his yellow-white face, among the 
heather, still clutched the reins. 

Young Edwards was rushing forward, and circling round 
the writhing, immense horse, whose pale-gold, inverted bulk 
seemed to fill the universe. 

“Let him get up, Carfmgton! Let him get up!” he was yell- 
ing, darting warily near to get the reins. — Another spasmodic 
convulsion of the horse. 

Horror! The young man reeled backwards with his face in 
his hands. He had got a kick in the face. Red blood running 
down his chin ! 

Lewis was on the ground, getting the reins out of 

Rico’s hands. St. Mawr gave a great curve like a fish, spread 
his forefeet 09 the earth and reared his head, looking round 
in a ghastly fashion. Hi* eyes were arched, his nostrils wide, 
his *ace ghastly in a sort "of panic. He rested thus, seated with 
his forefeet nlanted an'd^his fare in panics almost like some 
terrible lLara, for several moments. Then he heaved sicken- 
ingly to his feet, and stood convulsed, trembling. 

There lay Rico, crumpled and rather sideways, staring at 
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the heavens from a yellow, dead-looking face. Lefcris, glancing 
round in a sortirf horror, looked in dread at St. Mawr again. 
Flora had been hovering. — Sh£ now rushed screeching to the 
prostrate Rico : 

“Harry! Harry! you’re not dead! Oh, Harry! Harry! 
Harry!” , 

Lou ha^ dismounted. — She didn't know when. £hc stood 
a little way off, as if spellbound, while Flora cried: Harryl 
Harry! Harry l 

Suddenly Rico sat up. 

"Wnere is the horse?" he said. 

At the same time an added whiteness came on his face, and 
he bit his lip with pain, and he fell prostrate again in a faint. 
Flora rushed to put her^rm round him. 

Where was the horse? Hfe had backed slowly away, in an 
agony of suspicion, while Lewis murmured to him in vain. 
His head was raised again, the eyes still starting from their 
sockets, and a terrible guilty, ghost-like look on his face. 
When Lewis diew a little nearer he twitched and shrank like 
a shaken steel spring, away — not to be touched. He seemed 
to be seeing legions of ghosts, down the dark avenu^ of all 
the centuries that ha»e lapsed since the horse became subject 
to man. 1 

And the other young man ? He was still standing, at S little 
distance, with his face in his hands, motionless, the blood 
falling on his white shirt, and his wife at his side, pleading, 
distracted. 

Mrs. Witt, too, was there, as if cas* in steel, watching. She 
made no sound and did not move, only from a fixed, impassive 
face, watched each thing. 

"Do tell me what you think is the matter," .Lou pleaded, 
distracted, to Flora, who was supporting Rico and weeping 
torrents of unknown tears. 

Then Mrs. Witt came forward and began in a very practical 
manner to unclose the shirt-neck and feer^e young man's 
heart. Rico ogened his eyes again, said "R eally!” and closed 
his eyes once more. 

"It's fainting!" said Mrs. Witt. "\^e have no brandy." 

Lou, too w^arygto be able to feel anythyig, said : 

"I’ll £0 and get some." 

She went to her alarmed horse, who stood among the others 
with her head down,, in suspense^ ^lmost unconsciously 
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Lou mounted, set her face ahead, and was riding away. 

Then Poppy shied too, with a sudden startf and Lou pulled 
up. “Why?” she said to her horse. "Why did you do that?” 

She looked round, and saw in the heather a glimpse of 
yellow and black. 

"A snake*” she said wonderingly. 

And she lookea closer. 

It was a dead adder that had been drinking at a reedy pool 
in a little depression just off the road, and had been killed with 
stones. There it lay, also crumpled, its head crushed, its gold- 
and-yellow back still glittering dully, ‘and a bit of pale-blue 
showing, killed that morning. 

Lou rode on, her face set towards the farm. An unspeak- 
able weariness had overcome her. Sh£ could not even suffer. 
Weariness of spirit left her in a iort of apathy. 

And she had a vision, a vision of evil. Or not jtrictly a 
vision. She became aware of evil, evil, evil, rolling in great 
waves over the earth: Always she had thought there was no 
such thing — only a mere negation of good.*, Now, like an 
ocean to whose surface she had risen, she saw the dark-grey 
waves |) f evil rearing in a great tide. 

And it had swept mankind away without mankind's know- 
ing. It had caught up the nations as the rising ocean might 
lift trfe fishes, and was sweeping them on in a great tide of 
evil. They did not know. The people did not know. They 
did not even wish it. They wanted* to be good and to have 
everything joyful and enjoyable. Everything joyful and 
enjoyable: for everybody. This was what they wanted, if 
you asked them. 

But at the same time, they had fallen under the spell of evil. 
It was a soft, subtle thing, soft as water, and its motion was 
soft and imperceptible, as the running of a tide is invisible 
to one who is out on the f ocean. And they were all out on 
the ocean, being borne along in the current of the mysterious 
evil, creatures df the evil principle, as fishes are creatures of 
the sea. 

TheVe was no* relief. The whole world was enveloped in one 
gre^t fkxxj. All the nati&ns, the white, the brown, the black, 
the yellow, all werf intmersed m the strange tide of evil that 
was subtly, •irresiStibly rising. No one, perhaps, deliberately 
wished it. Nearly every individual wanted peace and a good 
time all round : evei^jxxjy to have a gopd time. 
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But some strange thing had happened, and the vast mys- 
terious force c I positive evil was let loose. She felt that from 
the core of Asia the evil welled up,, as from some strange pole, 
and slowly was drowning earth. 

It was something horrifying, something you could not 
escape from. It had come to her as in a vision, when she saw 
the pale^old belly of the station upturned* the hogfs working 
wildly, the wicked curved hams of the horse, and then the 
evil straining of that arched, fish-like neck, with the dilated 
eyes of the head. Thrown backwards, and working its hoofs 
in tne air. Reversed,*and purely evil. 

She saw the same in people. They were thrown backwards, 
and writhing with evl. And the rider, crushed, was still rein- 
ing them down. 

What did it mean? Evil, elil, and a rapid return to the 
sordid chaos. Which was wrong, the horse or the rider? Or 
both? * 

She thought with horror of St. Mawr, and of the look on 
his face. Buj she thought with horror, a colder horror, of 
Rico’s face as he snarled Fool! His fear, his impotence as a 
master, as a rider, his presumption. And she thought with 
horror of those other people, so glib, so glibly evil. ^ 

What did they want tb do, those Manby girfc? Undermine, 
undermine, undermine. They wanted to undermine PSco, just 
as that fair young man would have liked to undermine her. 
Believe in nothing, care about nothing: but keep the surface 
easy, and have a good time. Let us undermine one another . 
There is nothing to believe in, so let, us undermine everything . 
But look out! No scenes, no spoiling the game. Stick to the 
rules of the game. Be sporting, and don*t do anything that 
would make a commotion. Keep the game going smooth and 
jolly , and bear your bit like a sport. Never , 'by any chance , 
injure your 9 fellow-man openfy . But always injure him 
secretly. Make a fool of him , and underjmne his nature. 
Break him up by undermining him, if^y+u can. It f s good 
sport. 

The evil! # The mysterious potency of evil. She coaid see it 
all the time, in individuals, in society, in the press. There it was 
in socialisiji ard bolshevism: th^same evil. Bift bolsflevis^ 
made a mess of the outsifie of life, s?>*tum#it # down. Try 
fascism. Fascism would keep the surface of life intact, and 
carry on the undermining business all the better. All the better 
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sport. Neven draw blood. Keep the haemorrhage internal, 
invisible. « 

And as soon as fascism makes, a break — which it is bound 
to, because all evil works up to a break — then turn it down. 
With gusto, turn it down. 

Mankind, like a horse, ridden by a stranger, smooth-faced, 
evil rider. Evil hilnself, smoothfaced and pseudo-handsome, 
riding mankind past the dead snake, to the last break. 

Mankind no longer its own master. Ridden by this pseudo- 
handsome ghoul of outward loyalty, inward treachery, in a 
game of betrayal, betrayal, betrayal. The last of the gods of 
our era, Judas supreme ! 

People performing outward acts of Royalty, piety, self- 
sacrifice. But inwardly bent on undermining, betraying. 
Directing all their subtle evil will 'against any positive living 
thing. Masquerading as the ideal, in order to poison the 
real. * 

Creation destroys as it goes, throws down one tree for 
the rise of another. But ideal mankind would abolish death, 
multiply itself million upon million, rear up city upon city, 
save every parasite alive, until the accumulation of mere 
existence is swollen to a horror. But go on saving life, the 
ghastly salvation army of ideal mankind. At the same time 
secretlyf viciously, potently undermine the natural creation, 
betray it with kiss after kiss, destroy it from the inside, till 
you have the swollen rottenness of our teeming existences. — 
But keep the gajne going. Nobody’s going to make another 
bad break, such -as Germany and Russia made. 

Two bad breaks the secret evil has made : in Germany and 
in Russia. Watch it! Let evil keep a policeman’s eye on evil! 
The surface of life must remain unruptured. Production must 
be heaped upon production. And the natural creation must 
be betrayed by many more kisses, yet. Judas is /he last God, 
and, by heaven, the most potent. 

But even Juda«*Thade a break: hanged himself, and his 
bowels gushed out. Not long after his triumph. 

Man must destroy as he goes, as trees fall for 'crees to rise. 
The accumulation of life find things means rottenness. Life 
"wust fiestrof life, in the*ujifolding of creaticm. We save up 
life at the expense of the unfolding, till all is full of rotten- 
ness. Then at last we make a break. 

What’s to be done ? Generally speaking, nothing. The dead 
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will have to bury their dead, while the earth stinks of corpses. 
The individual * can but depart from the mass, and try to 
cleanse himself. Try to hold fast to the living thing, which 
destroys as it goes, but remains sweet. And in his soul fight, 
fight, fight to preserve that which is life in him from the 
ghastly kisses and poison-bites of the myriad evil ones. Retreat 
to the degert, and fight. But Sn^his soul adlfere to £hat which 
is life itself, creatively destroying as it goes: destroying the 
stiff old thing to let the new bud come through. The one 
passionate principle of creative being, vyhich recognises the 
natural good, and has*a sword for the swarms of evil. Fights, 
fights, fights to protect itself. But with itself, is strong and 
at peace. 

Lou came to the farm, and got brandy, and asked the men 
to come out to carry in the* injifred. 

It turned out that the kick in the face had knocked a couple 
of young Edwards’s teeth out, and would disfigure him a little. 

“To go through the war, and then get this!” he mumbled, 
with a vindicyve glance at St. Mawr. 

And it turned out that Rico had two broken ribs and a 
crushed ankle. Poor Rico, he would limp for life. 

“I want St. Mawr shot!” was almost his first word Vhen he 
was in bed at the fa m arid Lou was sitting beside him. 

“What good would that do, dear?” she said. 

“The brute is evil. I want him shot!” 

Rico could make the4ast word sound like the spitting of a 
bullet. 

“Do you want to shoot him yoursglf?” 

“No. But I want to have him shot. I shall never be easy 
till I know he has a bullet through him. He’s got a wicked 
character. I don’t feel you are safe with him down there. I 
shall get one of the Manbys’ gamekeepers to sfioot him. You 
might tell Flya — or I’ll tell her myself, when she comes.” 

“Don’t talk about it now, dear. You’ve go^a temperature.” 

Was it true St. Mawr was evil ? She wdftlinever forget him 
writhing and lunging on the ground, nor his awful face when 
he reared up? But then that noble look of his: surely® he was 
not mean? Whereas all evil had £n inner meanness, mean! 
Was he mean ? # Was he meanly yc^cherous? EJId he %mov 5 * 
he could kill, and meanly vflait his oppoftwnity^ 

She was afraid. And if this were true, then he should be 
shot. Perhaps he ought to be shot. 
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This thought haunted her. Was there something mean and 
treacherous in St. Mawr's spirit, the vulgar eyil? If so, then 
have him shot. At moments, an anger would rise in her, as 
she thought of his frenzied rearing, and his mad, hideous 
writhing on the ground, and in the heat of her anger she 
would want to hurry down to her mother's house and have 
the creatuye sjiot'-at once. It^wS)uld be a satisfaction, and a 
vindication of human rights. Because after all, Rico was so 
considerate of the brutal horse. But not a spark of considera- 
tion did the stallion have for Rico. No, it was the slavish 
malevolence of a domesticated creature that kept cropping 
up in St. Mawr. The slave, taking his slavish vengeance, then 
dropping back into subservience. 

All the slaves of this world, accumulating their prepara- 
tions for slavish vengeance, and then, 'when they have taken 
it, ready to drop back into servility. Freedom! Most slaves 
can't be freed, no matter how you let them loose. Like 
domestic animals, they are, in the long run, more afraid of 
freedom than of masters': and freed by some geperous master, 
they will at last crawl back to some mean boss, who will have 
no scruples about kicking them. Because, for them, far better 
kicks anti servility than the hard, lonely responsibility of real 
freedom. 

The fwild animal is at every moment intensely self- 
disciplined, poised in the tension of self-defence, self-pre- 
servation and self-assertion. The moments of relaxation are rare 
and most carefully chosen. Even sleep is watchful, guarded, 
unrelaxing, the- wild coiyage pitched one degree higher than 
the wild fear. Courage, the wild thing’s courage to maintain 
itself alone and living in the midst of a diverse universe. 

Did St. Mawr have this courage? 

And did Rico? 

Ah, Rico! He was one of* mankind’s myriad,, conspirators, 
who conspire to f live in absolute physical safety, whilst will- 
ing the minor di^t^gration of all positive living. 

But St. Mawr? Was it the natural wild thing in him which 
caused fchese disasters? Or was it the slave, asserting himself 
for vengeance? 

_ If flie lattfer, let him be^sbot. It would be a great satisfaction 
to see him deed. 

But if thk former- 

When she could leave Rico with the nurse, she motored 
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down to her mother for a couple of days. Rico lay in bed at 
the farm. * 

Everything seemed curiously changed. There was a new 
silence about the place, a new coolness. Summer had passed 
with several thunderstorms, and the blue, cool touch of 
autumn was about the housd. Dahlias an* perennial yellow 
sunflowefc were’ out, the yelloV of ending summA*, the red 
coals of early autumn. First mauve tips of Michaelmas daisies 
were showing. Something suddenly carried her away to the 
great bare spaces of TJpxas, the blue sky, the flat, burnt earth, 
the nines of sunflowers. Another sky, another silence, towards 
the setting sun. 

And suddenly she cfaved again for the more absolute silence 
of America. English stillness was so soft, like an inaudible 
murmur of voices, of presences. But the silence in the empty 
spaces of America was still unutterable, almost cruel. 

St. Mawr was in a small field by himself : she could not bear 
that he should be always in stable. Slowly she went through 
the gate towafds him. And he stood there looking at her, the 
bright bay creature. 

She could tell he was feeling somewhat subdued, %fter his 
late escapade. He was aware of the general human condemna- 
tion: the human damning. But something obstinate §nd un- 
canny in him made him not relent. 

“Hello! St. Mawr!” she said, as she drew near, and he stood 
watching her, his ears pricked, his big eyes glancing sideways 
at her. 

But he moved away when she waited to touch him. 

“Don’t trouble,” she said. “I don’t want to catch you or do 
anything to you.” 

He stood still, listening to the sound of her vcfice, and giving 
quick, small glances at her. His lyiderlip trembled. But he did 
not blink. HTs eyes remained wide and unrelenting. There 
was a curious malicious obstinacy in hi» ^hich roused her 
anger. 

“I don’t want to touch you,” she said. “I only want#to look 
at you, and even you can’t prevent <hat.” 

She stood gazing hard at him, waiting to know, to settle, 
the qyestiofl offhis meannets or His spirit. Althing with a 
brave spirit is not mean. 

He was uneasy as she watched him. He pretended to hear 
something, the mares two fields awayf and he lifted his head 
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and neighed. She knew the powerful, splendid sound so well : 
like bells made of living membrane. And he tooked so noble 
again, with his head tilted up, listening, and his male eyes 
looking proudly over the distance, eagerly. 

But it was all a bluff. 

He knew, apd became silent aigain. And as he stood there a 
few yards 1 away from her, hi^ head lifted and wary*, his body 
full of power and tension, his face slightly averted from her, 
she felt a great animal sadness come from him. A strange 
animal atmosphere of sadness, that € was vague and dis- 
seminated through the air, and made her feel as though she 
breathed grief. She breathed it into her breast, as if it were a 
great sigh down the ages, that passed info her breast. And she 
felt a great woe : the woe of* hurpan unworthiness. The race 
of men judged in the consciousness of the animals they have 
subdued, and there found unworthy, ignoble. 

Ignoble men, unworthy of the animals they have sub- 
jugated, bred the woe in' the spirit of their creatures. St. Mawr, 
that bright horse, one of the kings of creatioh in the order 
below man, it had been a fulfilment for him to serve the 
brave, luckless, perhaps cruel men of the past, who had a 
flickering, rising flame of nobility in them. To serve that 
flame nf mysterious further nobility. Nothing matters, but 
that strange flame, of inborn nobility that obliges men to be 
brave, and onward plunging. And thq horse will bear him on. 

But now where is the flame of dangerous, forward-pressing 
nobility in meh? .Dead, dead, guttering out in a stink of 
self-sacrifice whose feeble light is a light of exhaustion and 
laissez-faire. 

And the horse, is he to go on carrying man forward into 
this? — this gutter? 

No! Man wisely invents, motor-cars and other machines, 
automobile and locomotive. The horse is superannuated for 
man. 

But alas, man is even more superannuated tor the horse. 

Dimly in a woman’s muse, Lou realised this, at she breathed 
the horse’s sadne& s, his accumulated vague woe from the 
,genefations c of latter-da)^ ignobility. And a grief and a sym- 
pathy floodec^her, l<ck the horse. Che realised Low iiow his sad- 
ness recoildd into these frenzies of obstinacy and malevolence. 
Underneath it all was grief, an unconscious, vague, pervading 
animal grief, which jt^rhaps only Lewis understood, because 



ST. MAWR 71 

he felt the same. The grief of the generous creature which 
sees all ends timing to the morass of ignoble living. 

She did not want to say ayy more to the horse : she did not 
want to look at him any more. The grief flooded her soul, 
that made her want to be alone. She knew now what it all 
amounted to. She knew th^ the horse, bgm to serve nobly, 
had waiced in vain for someone noble to serve.* His spirit 
knew that nobility had gone out of men. And this left him 
high and dry, in a sort of despair. 

As she walked away from him, towards the gate, slowly he 
began*to walk after ner. 

Phoenix came striding through the gate towards her. 

“You not afraid of that horse ?” he asked sardonically, in 
his quiet, subtle voice# 

“Not at the present rftoment,” she replied, even more 
quietly looking direct at him. She was not in any mood to 
be jeered at. 

And instantly tne sardonic grimace left his face, followed 
by the sudde* blankness, and the look of race misery in the 
keen eyes. 

“Do you want me to be afraid?” she said, continuing to 
the gate 

“No, 1 don’t want it,” he replied, dejected. 

“Are you afraid of him yourself?” she said, glancing round. 
St. Mawr had stopped, seeing Phoenix, and had turned away 
again. 

“Pm not afraid of no horses,” said Phoepix* 

Lou went on quietly. At the gatef she asked him : 

“Don’t you like St. Mawr, Phoenix?” 

“1 like him. He’s a very good horse.” 

“Even after what he’s done to Sir Henry?” 

“That don’t make no difference to him being a good horse.” 

“But suppose he’d done it to you?” 

“I don’t care. I say it my own fault.” 

“Don’t you think he is wicked?” 

“I don’t tjjink so. He don’t kick anybody. He dqp't bite 
anybody. He don't pitch, he don’t ljuck, he don’t do nothing.” 

“He rears,” said Lou. 

“Well, what p rearing!’ #said tke^ma*^ with a slow, con- 
temp Aious smile. 

“A good deal, when a horse falls back on you.” 

“That horse don't want to fall back. on von. if you don’t 
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make him. li‘ you know how to ride him. That horse wants 
his own way some time. If you don’t let him, } ou got to fight 
him. Then look out!” 

“Look out he doesn’t kill you, you mean ! ” 

"Look out you don’t let him,” said Phoenix, with his slow, 
grim, sardonic smile. * 

Lou watched the smooth, gulden face with its thki line of 
moustache and its sad eyes with the glint in them. Cruel — 
there was something cruel in him, right down in the abyss of 
him. But at the same time, there was an aloneness, and a grim 
little satisfaction in a fight, and the peculiar courage of an 
inherited despair. People who inherit despair may at last turn 
it into greater heroism. It was almost so with Phoenix. Three- 
quarters of his blood was probably Indian and the remaining 
quarter, that came through the f Mexican father, had the 
Spanish-American despair to add to the Indian. It was almost 
complete enough to leave him free to be heroic. 

“What are we going to do with him, though?” she asked. 

“Why don’t you and Mrs. Witt go back to America — you 
never been West. You go West.” 

“Where, to California?” 

“No. To Arizona or New Mexico or Colorado of Wyoming, 
anywhere. Not to California.” 

Phoenix looked at her keenly, and she saw the desire dark 
in him. He wanted to go back. But he was afraid to go back 
alone, empty-handed, as it were. He* had suffered too much, 
and in that country t his sufferings would overcome him, unless 
be had some other* background. He had been too much in 
contact with the white world, and his own world was too 
dejected, in a sense, too hopeless for his own hopelessness. 
He needed anialien contact to give him relief. 

But he wanted to go back. His necessity to go back was 
becoming too strong for him. 

“What is it like jn Arizona?” she asked. “Isn’t it all pale- 
coloured sand sfjTH alkali, and a few cactuses, and terribly 
hot and deathly?” 

“Nor’ he cried/ “I dor^t take you there. I take you to the 

mou^tains-r-trees ” he lifted up his hand and looked at 

the sky — “big tree^r-pfnc ! Viqo-real and {pinovetes, smell 
good. And*, then yhu come down, pinon , not very tall, and 
cedro, cedar, smell good in the fire. And then you see the 
desert, away below, ^o # miles and miles, and where the 
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canyon go, the crack where it look red! I l&iow, I been 
there, workingta cattle ranch/' 

He looked at her with a haunted .glow in his dark eyes. The 
poor fellow was suffering from nostalgia. And as he glowed 
at her in that queer, mystical way, she too seemed to see that 
country, with its dark, heav^ mountains holding in their lap 
the great stretches of pale, craased, silent clesert tfiat still is 
virgin of idea, its word unspoken. 

Phoenix was watching her closely and subtly. He wanted 
something of her. He wanted it intensely, heavily, and he 
watchfcd her as if he &>uld force her to give it him. He wanted 
her to take him back to America, because, rudderless, he was 
afraid to go back atone. He wanted her to take him back: 
avidly he wanted it. SJie was to be the means to his end. 

Why shouldn’t he go b&ck by himself? Why should he 
crave for her to go too? Why should he want her there? 

There was no answer, except that he did. 

“Why, Phoenix/’ she said. “I might possibly go back to 
America. Bufryou know. Sir Henry would never go there. He 
doesn’t like America, though he’s never been. But I’m sure 
he’d never go there to live.” 

“Let him stay here,” said Phoenix abruptly, the sardonic 
look on his face as ne watched her face. “You come, and let 
him stay here.” 

“Ah, that’s a whole story ! ” she said, and moved away. 

As she went, he ldoked after her, standing silent and 
arrested and watching as an Indian watches. .It was not love. 
Personal love counts so little whe» th? greater griefs, the 
greater hopes, the great despairs and the great resolutions 
come upon us. 

She found Mrs. Witt rather more silent, mo^e firmly closed 
within herself, than usual. Her mouth was shut tight, her 
brows were •arched rather mor& imperiously than ever, she 
was revolving some inward problem about# which Lou was 
far too wise to inquire. 

In the afternoon Dean Vyner and Mrs. Vyner came to call 
on Lady Carrington. 

“What bad luck this is, Lady Carrington!” sajd theJDean. 
“Knocks Scotlajd on the l^pad foj you .this year. I’m afraid?' 
How* did you leave your husband?” 

“He seems to be doing as well as he could do!” said Lou. 

“But how very unfortunate!” piuijnured the invalid Mrs. 
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Vyner. “Sudi a handsome young man, in the bloom of youth! 
Does he suffer much pain?” 

"Chiefly his foot,” said Lou. 

“Oh, I do so hope they’ll be able to restore the ankle. Oh, 
how dreadful, to be lamed at his age!” 

“The doctor doesn't know. There may be a limp,” said Lou. 

“That hprse* has certainly left nis mark on two good-looking 
young fellows,” said the Dean. “If you don’t mind my saying 
so. Lady Carrington, 1 think he’s a bad egg.” 

“Who, St. Mawr?” said Lou, in her American sing-song. 

“Yes, Lady Carrington,” murmured' Mrs. Vyner, in her 
invalid’s low tone. “Don’t you think he ought to be put 
away? He seems to me the incarnation of cruelty. His neigh. 
It goes through me like knives. Crue},! Cruel! Oh, I think 
he should be put away.” > 

"How put away?” murmured Lou, taking on an invalid's 
low tone herself. 

"Shot, I suppose,” said the Dean. 

“It is quite painless. He’ll know nothing,” murmured Mrs. 
Vyner hastily. “And think of the harm he has done already ! 
Horrible Horrible!” she shuddered. “Poor Sir Henry lame 
for life, and Freddy Edwards disfigured. Besides all that has 
gone before. Ah, no, such a creature ought not to live!” 

“To ffve, and have a groom to look after him and feed him,” 
said the Dean. “It’s a bit thick, while he’s smashing up the 
very people that give him bread — or t>ats, since he’s a horse. 
But I suppose ypu’ll be wanting to get rid of him?” 

"Rico does,” murfnured Lou. 

"Very naturally. So should I. A vicious horse is worse than 
a vicious man — except that you are free to put him six feet 
underground, qnd end his vice finally, by your own act." 

“Do you think St. Mawr is vicious?” said Lou. 

"Well, of course — if we’rd driven to definitions ! — I know 
he’s dangerous.” v 

“And do youjAifik we ought to shoot everything that is 
dangerous?” asked Lou, her colour rising. 

“But, ‘Lady Canington, have you consulted your husband? 
Surety his vpsh should be *iaw, in a matter of this sort ? And 
*»n such an occasion ! t Fo> you, who are a woi^an, it is enough 
that the ho(se»is crtiel, cruel, evil! I felt it long beford any- 
thing happened. That evil male cruelty ! Ah ! ” and she clasped 
her hands convulsively... 
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"I suppose,” said Lou slowly, "that St. Mawr is really Rico’s 
horse: I gave*him to him, I suppose. Bur I don’t believe I 
could let him shoot him, for» all that.” 

“Ah, Lady Carrington,” said the Dean breezily, "you can 
shift the responsibility. The horse is a public menace, put it 
at that. We can get an ordtr to have him done away with, 
at the public expense. And %mong ourselves we can find 
some suitable compensation for you, as a mark of sympathy. 
Which, believe me, is very sincere! One hates to have to 
destroy a fine-looking animal. But I would sacrifice a dozen 
rather than have our Rico limping.” 

“Yes, indeed,” murmured Mrs. Vyner. 

“Will you excuse !ne one moment, while I see about tea,” 
said Lou, rising and leaving the room. Her colour was high, 
and there was a glint in her eyes. These people almost roused 
her to hatred. Oh, these awful, house-bred, house-inbred 
human beings, how repulsive they were! 

She hurried to her mother’s dressing-room. Mrs. Witt was 
very carefully putting a touch of red on her lips. 

“Mother, they want to shoot St. Mawr,” she said. 

"I know,” said Mrs. Witt, as calmly as if Lou had said tea 
was ready. 

“Well ” stammered Lou, rather put out. “E^jp’t you 

think it cheek?” 

"It depends, I suppose on the point of view,” said Mrs. Witt 
dispassionately, looking closely at her lips. "I don’t think the 
English climate agrees with me. I need something to stand up 
against, no matter whether it’s greaP heat or great cold. This 
climate, like the food and the people, is most always luke- 
warm or tepid, one or the other. And the tepid and the 
lukewarm are not really my line.” She spoke with a slow 
drawl. , 

“But they’re in the drawing-room, jnother, trying to force 
me to have St. Mawr killed.” 

“What about tea?” said Mrs. Witt. 

“I don’t care,” said Lou. 

Mrs. Witt worked the bell-handlg. 

"I suppose, Louise,” she said, in her m<ast beaming j 
eightfenth-centiiy manner* "tha* *the«e are your guests/ 
so you will preside over the ceremony of pSuring out.” 

"No, mother, you do it. I can’t smile to-day.” 

“I can,” said Mrs. Witt. 



ST. MAWR 


76 

And she bowed her head slowly, with , a faint, cere- 
moniously-effusive smile, as if handing a cupf of tea. 

Lou’s face flickered to a 'smile. 

“Then you pour out for them. You can stand them better 
than I can.” 

“Yes,” said ^Mrf. Witt. “I saw Mrs. Vyner’s hat coming 
across the^churchyard. It loofcs so like a criimpled cup and 
saucer, that I have been saying to myself ever since: ‘Dear 
Mrs. Vyner, can’t I fill your cup ! ’ — and then pouring tea into 
that hat. And I hear the Dean responding : ‘My head is covered 
with cream, my cup runneth over.’ — That is the way they 
make me feel.” 

They marched downstairs, and Mrs. Witt poured tea with 
that devastating correctness which made Mrs. Vyner, who was 
utterly impervious to sarcasm, pronounce her ‘indecipherably 
vulgar’. 

But the Dean was the old bull-dog, and he had set his teeth 
in a subject. 

“I was talking to Lady Carrington about that^stallion, Mrs. 
Witt.” 

“Did «,ou say stallion” asked Mrs. Witt, with perfect 
neutrality. 

“Why, yes, I presume that’s what he is.” 

“I presume s<5,” said Mrs. Witt colourlessly. 

“I’m afraid Lady Carrington is a little sensitive on the wrong 
score,” said the Dean. 

“I beg your -pardon,” said Mrs. Witt, leaning forward in 
Her most colourless polite manner. “You mean the stallion’s 
score?” 

“Yes,” said the Dean testily. “The horse St. Mawr.” 

“The stallion St. Mawr,” echoed Mrs. Witt, with utmost 
mild vagueness. She completely ignored Mrs. Vyner, who felt 
plunged like a specimen into methylated spirit. ‘There was a 
moment's full-stOo. * 

“Yes?” said Mrs. Witt naively. 

“You^agree that we can’t have any more of th?se accidents 
to your young men?” saidrthe Dean rather hastily. 

“I certainly do!” Mrs. Witt spoke very slowly, and the 
Dean’s lady began lcfoW up. 6he might find ft loop-hole 
through' whicn to wriggle into the contest. “You know. 
Dean, that my son-in-law calls me, for preference, belle-mire) 
It sounds so awfully Snglish when he says it: I always see 
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myself as an old grey mare with a bell round her f neck, leading 
a bunch of hoises ” She smiled a prim little smile, very con- 
versationally. T 'Well!” and she pulled herself up from the 
aside. “Now as the bell-mart of the bunch of horses, 1 shall 
see to it that my son-in-law doesn’t go too near that stallion 
again. That stallion won’t stand mischief.” 

She spoke so earnestly that j:he Dean looked at, her with 
round, wide eyes, completely taken aback. 

“We all know, Mrs. Witt, that the author of the mischief is 
St. Mawr himself,” he said, in a loud tone.* 

“Really! you think Hhat?” Her voice went up in American 

surprise. “Why, how strange !” and she lingered over the 

last word. 

“Strange, eh? — After # what’s just happened?” said the Dean, 
with a deadly little smile. 

“Why, yes! Most strange! I saw with my own eyes my 
son-in-law pull that stallion over backwards, and hold him 
down with the reins as tight as he could hold them; pull St. 
Mawr’s head § backwards on to the ground, till the groom 
had to crawl up and force the reins out of my son-in-law’s 
hands. Don’t you think that was mischievous on Sin Henry’s 
part?” 

The Dean was growing purple. He made "an apoplectic 
movement with his hand. Mrs. Vyner was turned to # seated 
pillar of salt, strangely dressed up. 

“Mrs. Witt, you are paying on words.” 

“No, Dean Vyner, 1 am not. My son-in-law pulled that horse 
over backwards and pinned him dow# with the reins.” 

“I am sorry for the horse,” said the Dean, with heavy 
sarcasm. 

“I am very,” said Mrs. Witt, “sorry for that stallion : very/” 

Here Mrs. Vyner rose as if a chair-spring had suddenly pro- 
pelled her to |jer feet. She was stfeaky pink in the face. 

“Mrs. Witt,” she panted, “you misdirect jour sympathies. 
That poor young man — in the beauty of^or’4ji-” 

“Isn’t he beautiful ” murmured Mrs. Witt, extravagantly 

in sympathy.® “He’s my daughter’s husband!” And she? looked 
at the petrified Lou. 

“Certainly!” ranted the Dean’s ^ifc. ‘^And you’ean defend 
that — -that— — ” 

“That stallion,” said Mrs. Witt. “But you see, Mrs. Vyner,” 
she added, leaning forward female and confidential, “if the old 
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grey mare doesn’t defend the stallion, who will? All the 
blooming young ladies will defend my beautiful son-in-law. 
You feel so warmly for. him yourself! I’m an American 
woman, and I always have to stand up for the accused. And 
1 stand up for that stallion. I say it is not right. He was pulled 
over backwards and then pinne^i down by my son-in-law — 
who mayjiavi meant to do it. or may not. And now people 
abuse him. — Just tell everybody, Mrs. Vyner and Dean Vyner" 
— she looked round at the Dean — "that the belle-mhre’s sym- 
pathies are with the stallion.” 

She looked from one to the other with a faint and gracious 
little bow, her black eyebrows arching in her eighteenth- 
century face like black rainbows, and her full, bold, grey eyes 
absolutely incomprehensible. 

“Well, it’s a peculiar message to have to hand round, Mrs. 
Witt,” the Dean began to boom, when she interrupted him by 
laying her hand on his arm and leaning forward, looking up 
into his face like a clinging, pleading female : 

“Oh, but do hand it. Dean, do hand it,” she pleaded, gazing 
intently into his face. 

He backed uncomfortably from that gaze. 

“Since you wish it,” he said, in a chest voice. 

“I most certainly do ” she said, as if she were wishing 

the sweetest wish on earth. Then turning to Mrs. Vyner: 

“Good-bye, Mrs. Vyner. We do appreciate your coming, my 
daughter and I.” 

“I came out of kindness ” said Mrs. Vyner. 

“Oh, I know it, I kno?v it,” said Mrs. Witt. "Thank you so 
much. Good-bye ! Good-bye, Dean ! Who is taking the morn- 
ing service on Sunday? 'I hope it is you, because I want to 
come.” 

“It is me,” said the Dean. “Good-bye! Well, good-bye, 
Lady Carrington. I shall be going over to s^e our young 
man to-morrow* and will gladly take you or anything you 
have to send.’* 

“Perhaps mother would like to go,” said Lou softly, 
plaintively. * 

“Vyell, \\e shall see,” said the Dean. “Good-bye for the 
present ! ” 

Mother and daughter stood at the window watching the two 
cross the churchyard. Dean and wife knew it, but daren’t look 
round, and daren't adjnpit $ie fact to one another. 



ST. MAWR 79 

Lou was grinning with a complete grin that gave her an 
odd, dryad or ftiun look, intensified. 

"It was almost as good as pouring tea into her hat," said 
Mrs. Witt serenely. "People lille that tire me out. I shall take a 
glass of sherry.” 

"So will I, mother. — It was^even better thpn pouring tea in 
her hat. — You meant, didn't you* if you poured tea in her hat, 
to put cream and sugar in first?” 

"I did,” said Mrs. Witt. 

But after the excitement of the encounter had passed away, 
Lou fel£ as if her life Aad passed away too. She went to bed, 
feeling she could stand no more. 

In the morning sherfound her mother sitting at a window 
watching a funeral. It \yas raining heavily, so that some of the 
mourners even wore mackintosh coats. The funeral was in the 
poorer corner of the churchyard, where another new grave 
was covered with wreaths of sodden, shrivelling flowers. The 
yellowish coffin stood on wet earth in the rain: the curate 
held his hat, ip a sort of permanent salute, above his head, 
like a little umbrella, as he hastened on with the service. The 
people seemed too wet to weep more wet. 

It was a long coffin. 

"Mother, do you really like watching?” asked Lou irrjtably, 
as Mrs. Witt sat in complete absorption. 

"I do, Louise, I really enjoy it.” 

"Enjoy, mother!” — Loti was almost disgusted. 

"I'll tell you why. I imagine I'm the one in the coffin — this 
is a girl of eighteen, who died of consumption — and those are 
my relatives, and I’m watching them put me away. And, you 
know, Louise, I’ve come to the conclusion that hardly any- 
body in the world really lives, and so hardly anybody really 
dies. They may well say: ‘Oh, Death, where is thy sting-a- 
ling-a-ling?* Fyen Death can’t sting those that have never 
really lived. — I always used to want that-^fo die without 
death stinging me. — And I’m sure the girl m iha coffin is say- 
ing to herself: ‘Fancy Aunt Emma putting on a drab picker, 
and wearing It while they bury n^e. Doesn't show much 
respect. But then my mother's family always were^omm^n!' 
I feel there should be a solenyi burifl iof roll of newspapers 
containing tne account of the death and ffineraFnext week. 
Ij would be just as serious: the grave of all the world's 
remarks ” 



80 ST. MAWR 

l 

“I don't want to think about it, mother. One ought to be 
able to laugh at it. I want to laugh at it.” 

“Well, Louise, I think it's just as great a mistake to laugh 
at everything as to cry at everything. Laughter's not the one 
panacea, either. I should really like, before I do come to be 
buried in a box, fo know where^I am. That young girl in that 
coffin never \fas any where-< -any more than the newspaper 
remarks on her death and burial. And I begin to wonder if 
I’ve ever been anywhere. I seem to have been a daily sequence 
of newspaper remarks myself. I'm sure I never really con- 
ceived you and gave you birth. It all happened in newspaper 
notices. It's a newspaper fact that you are my child, and that’s 
about all there is to it.” 

Lou smiled as she listened. 

“I always knew you were philosophic, mother. But I never 
dreamed it would come to elegies in a country chyrchyard, 
written to your motherhood.” 

“Exactly, Louise! Here I sit and sing the elegy to my own 
motherhood. I never had any motherhood, except in news- 
paper fact. I never was a wife, except in newspaper notices. 
I never, was a young girl, except in newspaper remarks. Bury 
everything I ever said or that was said about me, and you’ve 
buried me. But since Kind Words Can Never Die, I can’t be 
buriea, and death has no sting-a-ling-a-ling for me ! — Now 
listen to me, Louise: I want death to be real to me — not as 
it was to that young girl. I want it to hurt me, Louise. If it 
hurts me enough, I shall knowT was alive.” 

'■ She set ifer face awd gazed under half-dropped lids at 
the funeral, stoic, farte-like, and yet, for the first time, with 
a certain pure wistfulness of a young, virgin girl. This 
frightened Lou very much. She was so used to the matchless 
Amazon in her mother, that when she saw her sit there, still, 
wistful, virginal, tender as 3 girl who has never* taken armour, 
wistful at the ^window that only looked on graves, a serious 
terror took JU^id of the young woman. The terror of too 
late! 

Lou felt years,** centqnes older than her mother at that 
moment, with the tiresome responsibility of youth to protect 
and guide their elders. < 

“What cin we 80 about it, mother?” she asked protectively. 

“Do nothing, Louise. Tip not going to have anybody wisely 
steering my canoe, w ,1 feel the rapids are near. I shall go 
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with the river. Don’t you pretend to do anything for me. I’ve 
done enough ulschief myself, that way. I'm going down the 
stream at last." 

There was a pause. 

"But in actuality, what?" asked Lou, a little ironically. 

"I don't quite know. Waitia while." 

"Go back to America?" 

"That is possible." 

"I may come too." 

"I’ve always waited for you to go back ©f your own will." 

Lou Went away, wandering round the house. She was so un- 
utterably tired of everything — weary of the house, the grave- 
yard, weary of the thought of Rico. She would have to go 
back to him to-morroy{, to nurse him. Poor old Rico, going on 
like an amiable machine from day to day. It wasn't his fault. 
But hi*t life was a rattling nullity, and her life rattled in null 
correspondence. She had hardly strength enough to stop 
rattling and be still. Perhaps she had not strength enough. 

She did no; know. She felt so weak that unless something 
carried her away she would go on rattling her bit in the great 
machine of human life till she collapsed and her ratye rattled 
itself out, and there was a sort of barren silence where the 
sound of her had been. 

She wandered out in the rain to the coach-house* where 
Lewis and Phoenix were sitting facing one another, one on a 
bin, the other on the irfner doorstep. 

"Well," she said, smiling oddly. "What’s tq be done?" 

The two men stood up. Outside tte rath fell steadily on the 
flagstones of the yard, past the leaves of trees. Lou sat down 
on the little iron step of the dog-cart. 

"That's cold," said Phoenix. "You sit here." And he threw a 
yellow horse-blanket on the box where he had "been sitting. 

"I don't w*nt to take your scift," she said. 

"All right, you take it." * 

He moved across and sat gingerly on ^he *§haft of the dog- 
cart. Lou seated herself and loosened her soft tartan shawl. 
Her face wa*s pink and fresh, and her dark hair curlefl almost 
merrily in the damp. But under her eyes were the^fingerjjrints 
of deadly weari* ess. 

She looxed up at the two men, again* smiling in her odd 
fashion. 

"What are we going to do?" shg a$]j:ed. 
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They looked at her closely, seeking her meaning. 

“What about?” said Phoenix, a faint smile inflecting on his 
face, merely because she spitted. 

“Oh, everything,” she said, bulging her shawl again. “You 
know what they want? They want to shoot St. Mawr.” 

The two men exchanged glano:s. 

“Who v ant it?*' said Phoenix. 

“Why — all our friends!" She made a little moue. “Dean 
Vyner does." 

Again the men exchanged glances. There was a pause. 
Then Phoenix said, looking aside: 

“The boss is selling him.” 

“Who?” 

“Sir Henry.” — The half-breed always spoke the title with 
difficulty, and with a sort of sneer. ‘“He sell him to Miss 
Manby.” 

“How do you know?” 

"The man from Corrabach told me last night. Flora, she 
say it." 

Lou’s eyes met the sardonic, empty-seeing eyes of Phoenix 
direct. ’JTiere was too much sarcastic understanding. She 
looked aside. 

“What else did he say?" she asked. 

“I dd.i’t know,” said Phoenix evasively. "He say they cut 
him — else shoot him. Think they cut him — and if he die, 
he die." 

Lou understood. He meant they would geld St. Mawr — at 
his age. ’ 

She looked at Lewis. He sat with his head down, so she 
could not see his face. 

“Do you think it is true?” she asked. “Lewis? Do you think 
they would try to geld St. Mawr — to make him a gelding?" 

Lewis looked up at her. There was a faint deadly glimmer 
of contempt on his face. 

"Very likely v J$anf/’ he said. 

She was afraid of his cold, uncanny pale eyes, with their un- 
easy grdy dawn of contempt. These two men, with their silent, 
deadly inner purpose, were not like other men. They seemed 
like two silent enemies of, a}l the other men shq knew. Enemies 
in the great white uramp, disguised as servants, waiting the 
incalculable opportunity. What the opportunity might be, 
none knew. 
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“Sir Henry hasn’t mentioned anything to me about selling 
St. Mawr to Miss Manby,” she said. 

The derisive flicker of a smile came on Phoenix’s face. 

“He sell him first, and till you then,” he said, with his 
deadly impassive manner. 

“But do you really think dpi" she asked., 

It was extraordinary how much corrosive contempt Phoenix 
could convey, saying nothing. She felt it almost as an insult. 
Yet it was a relief to her. 

"You^ know, I can’t believe it. I can’t ‘believe Sir Henry 
would &ant to have St. Mawr mutilated. I believe he’d rather 
shoot him." 

“You think so?” sjfid Phoenix, with a faint grin. 

Lou turned to Lewi.<> 

"Lewis, will you tell me\vhat you truly think?” 

Lewis looked at her with a hard, straight, fearless British 
stare. 

“That man Philips was in the ‘Moon and Stars’ last night. 
He said Miss.Manby toid him she was buying St. Mawr, and 
she asked him if he thought it would be safe to cut him and 
make a horse of him. He said it would be better, takj some of 
the nonsense out of him. I le’s no good for a sire, anyhow ” 

Lewis dropped his head again, and tapped a tattoo with the 
toe of his rather small foot. 

“And what do you think ?” said Lou. It occurred to her how 
sensible and practical Miss Manby was, so much more so than 
the Dean. 

Lewis looked up at her with his pale e^es 

"It won’t have anything to do with me,” he said. “I shan’t 
go to Corrabach Hall.” 

“What will you do, then?” 

Lewis did not answer. He looked at Phoenix. 

“Maybe him and me go to Artierica,” said Phoenix, looking 
at the void. 

“Can he get in?” said Lou. 

“Yes, he <jpn. I know how,” said Phoenix. 

“And the money?” she said. 

“We got money.” 

There wps a Silence, aftejj whic^ she jsked of Lewis : 

“You’d leave St. Mawr to his fate?” 

• “I can’t help his fate," said Lewis. “There’s too many people 
in the world for me to help anything.’*’, 
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“Poor St. Mawr!" 

She went indoors again and up to her room r'cthen higher, to 
the top rooms of the tall Georgian house. From one window 
she could see the fields in the r&in. She could see St. Mawr 
himself, alone as usual, standing with his head up, looking 
across the fences. * He was streaked dark with rain. Beautiful, 
with his poised head and massive neck and his supple hind- 
quarters. He was neighing to Poppy. Clear on the wet wind 
came the sound of his bell-like, stallion's calling, that Mrs. 
Vyner called cruel. It was a strange noise, with a splendour 
that belonged to another world age. The 1 mean cruelty of Mrs. 
Vyner’s humanitarianism, the barren cruelty of Flora Manby, 
the eunuch cruelty of Rico. Our wholL eunuch civilisation, 
nasty-minded as eunuchs are, with tfceir kind of sneaking, 
sterilising cruelty. 

Yet even she herself, seeing St. Mawr’s conceited, march 
along the fence, could not help addressing him: 

“Yes, my boy ! If you' knew what Miss Flora Manby was 
preparing for you! She'll sharpen a knife that will settle you." 

And Lou called her mother. 

The tvp American women stood high at the window, over- 
looking the wet, close, hedged-and-fenced English landscape. 
Everything enclosed, enclosed, to stifling. The very apples on 
the trees looked so shut in, it was impossible to imagine any 
speck of ‘Knowledge’ lurking inside them. Good to eat, good 
to cook, good even for show. But the wild sap of untame- 
able and inexhaustible knowledge — no! Bred out of them. 
Geldings, even the applet. 

Mrs. Witt listened to Lou’s half-humorous statements. 

“You must admit, mother. Flora is a sensible girl," she 
said. 

“I admit it, Louise.” 

“She goes straight to the rdot of the matter.” <■ 

“And eradicates the 1 root. Wise girl ! And what is your 
answer?" 

“I don’t know, mother. What would you say?" 

“I know what / Should J?ay." 

‘Tell me." 

“I should say: TvFss M^nby, you may ha<*e my husband, 
but not my hT/rse. My husband won’t need emasculating, and 
my horse I won’t have you meddle with. I’ll preserve one last 
male thing in the mustenm £>f this world, if I can.’ " 
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Lou listened, smiling faintly. 

“That's whaj 1 ! will say," she replied at length. “The funny 
thing is, mother, they think all their men with their bare faces 
or their little quotation-mark 1 moustaches are so tremendously 
male. That fox-hunting oneV’ 

“I know it. Like little nuje motor-cars. , Give him a little 
gas, and start him on the low gear, and away he goes : all his 
male gear rattling, like a cheap motor-car." 

“I'm afraid I dislike men altogether, mother." 

“You may, Louise. Think of Flora Manby, and how you 
love the* fair sex." 

“After all, St. Mawr is better. And I’m glad if he gives them 
a kick in the face." 

“Ah, Louise!" Mrs.,Witt suddenly clasped her hands with 
wicked passion. “Ay, qu£ ■ gozol as our Juan used to say, on 
your father's ranch in Texas.” She gazed in a sort of wicked 
ecstasy out of the window. 

They heard Lou s maid softly calling Lady Carrington from 
below. Lou v*ent to the stairs. 

“What is it?" 

“Lewis want to speak to you, my Lady." 

“Send him into the sitting-room." 

The two women went down. 

“What is it, Lewis?" asked Lou. 

“Am I to bring in St. Mawr, in case they send for him from 
Corrabach?” 

“No,” said Lou swiftly. 

“Wait a minute," put in Mrs. WittV'Wliat makes you think 
they will send for St. Mawr from Corrabach, Lewis?" she 
asked, suave as a grey leopard cat. 

“Miss Manby went up to Flints Farm with Dgan Vyner this 
morning, and they've just come back. They stopped the car, 
and Miss Mai*by got out at the fifeld gate to look at St. Mawr. 
I'm thinking, if she made the bargain’ with Sir Henry, she’ll 
be sending a man over this afternoon, aifd iT^d better brush 
St. Mawr down a bit, in case." 9 

The man *stood strangely sitll, jnd the words came like 
shadows of his real meaning. It was a challenge 

“I see," ^aid Mrs. Witt slowly. 

Lou's face darkened. She, too, saw. 

. “So that is her game,” she said. “That is why they got me 
down here." 
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“Never mind, Louise,” said Mrs. Witt. Then to Lewis: “Yes, 
please bring in St. Mawr. You wish it, don’t y©u, Louise?” 

"Yes,” hesitated Lou. She saw by Mrs. Witt’s closed face 
that a counter-move was prepared. 

“And Lewis,” said Mrs. Witt, /‘my daughter may wish you 
to ride St. Mawy this aftemoon-e-not to Corrabach Hall.” 

“Very good. Mam.” 

Mrs. Witt sat silent for some time, after Lewis had gone, 
gathering inspiration from the wet, grisly grave-stones. 

“Don't you think it’s time we made a move, daughter?” she 
asked. 

“Any move,” said Lou desperately. 

“Very well then. My dearest friends,<-and my only friends, 
in this country, are in Oxfordshire. I,,will set off to ride to 
Merriton this afternoon, and Lewis will ride with me on St. 
Mawr.” 

“But you can’t ride to Merriton in an afternoon,” said 
Lou. 

“I know it. I shall ride across country. I shall enjoy it, 
Louise. — Yes. — I shall consider 1 am on my way back to 
America,- 1 am most deadly tired of this country. From 
Merriton I shall make my arrangements to go to America, 
and talje Lewis and Phoenix and St. Mawr along with me. 1 
think tfiey want to go. — You will decide for yourself.” 

“Yes, I’ll come too,” said Lou casually. 

“Very well. I’ll start immediately ‘ after lunch, for I can’t 
breathe in this* place any longer. Where are Henry's auto- 
rhobile maps?” 

Afternoon saw Mrs. Witt, in a large waterproof cape, 
mounted on her horse, Lewis, in another cape, mounted on 
St. Mawr, trotting through the rain, splashing in the puddles, 
moving slowly southwards. They took the open country, and 
would pass quite close to Flints Farm. But Mrs< Witt did not 
care. With great difficulty she had managed to fasten a small 
waterproof roJJ-oehmd her, containing her night things. She 
seemed, to breathe the first breath of freedom. 

And sure enough; an hqur or so after Mrs. Witt’s departure, 
arrived Flora Manby in a splashed-up motor-car, accompanied 
-by her sister, and bringing a groqon and a saddle. , 

“Do you feiow, 'Harry sold me St. Mawr,” she said. "I’m 
just wild to get that horse in hand.” 

“How?” said Lou. 
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"Oh, I don’t know. There are ways. Do you mind if Philips 
rides him overflow to Corrabach?— Oh, I forgot, Harry sent 
you a note: 

“Dearest Loulina: Have yoii been gone from here two days 
or two years ? It seems the Hatter. You are terribly missed. 
Flora wanted so much to buy St. Mawr , tq save us further 
trouble , that 1 have sold him' to her. She is giving me 0 what we 
paid: rather , what you paid , so of course the money is yours. 
I am thankful we are rid of the animal, and that he falls into 
competent hands — 1 asked her please to remove him from 
your chSftge to-day. Ahd 1 can’t tell how much easier I am in 
my mind , to think of him gone . You are coming back to me 
to-morrow, aren't you! I shall think of nothing but you, till 
1 see you. Arrivederci, farling dearl R.” 

"I’m so sorry,” said Lou.* “Mother went on horseback to 
see somje friends, and Lewis went with her on St. Mawr. He 
knows the road.” 

“She’ll be back this evening?” said Flora. 

“I don’t know. Mother is so uncertain. She may be away a 
day or two.” 

“Well, here’s the cheque for St. Mawr.” 

“No, I won’t take it now — no, thank you — not till mother 
comes back with the goods.” 

Flora was chagrined. The two women knew they hated one 
another. The visit was a brief one. 

Mrs. Witt rode on in’the rain, which abated as the after- 
noon wore down, and the evening came without rain, and with 
a suffusion of pale yellow light. All the time she had trotted 
in silence, with Lewis just behind her. And she scarcely saw 
the heather-covered hills with the deep clefts between them, 
nor the oak woods, nor the lingering foxgloves, por the earth 
at all. Inside herself she felt a profound repugnance for the 
English country : she preferred evfen the crudeness of Central 
Park in New York. ‘ % t 

And she felt an almost savage desire % to 31 [ away from 
Europe, from everything European. Now she was really en 
route, she cared not a straw for St. Mawr or for Lewis or any- 
thing. Something just writhed inside her, all the tipie, against 
Europe That clckeness, that^sense pf# cohesion, that sense of 
being fusea into a lump with all the res! — no-fnatter how 
much distance you kept — this drove her mad. In America the 
cohesion was a matter of choice a?d wjll. But in Europe it 
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was organic, like the helpless particles of one sprawling body. 
And the great body in a state of incipient deqay. 

She was a woman of fifty-one : and she seemed hardly to 
have lived a day. She looked behind her — the thin trees and 
swamps of Louisiana, the sulti*/, sub-tropical excitement of 
decaying New, Orleans, the vasr bare dryness of Texas, with 
mobs of cattle in an illumined dust ! The half-European thrills 
of New York! The false stability of Boston! A clever 
husband, who was a brilliant lawyer, but who was far more 
thrilled by his cattle ranch than by his law : and who drank 
heavily and died. The years of first widowhood in Boston, con- 
soled by a self-satisfied sort of intellectual courtship from 
clever men. — For curiously enough, wkile she wanted it, she 
had always been able to compel men to pay court to her. All 
kinds of men. — Then a rather dashing time in New York — 
when she was in her early forties. Then the long visual 
philandering in Europe. She left off ‘loving’, save through 
the eye, when she came to Europe. And when she made her 
trips to America, she found it was finished there also, her 
‘loving*. 

What was the matter? Examining herself, she had long ago 
decided that her nature was a destructive force. But then, 
she jystified herself, she had only destroyed that which 
was destructible. If she could have found something in- 
destructible, especially in men, though she would have 
fought against it, she would have been glad at last to. be 
defeated by it v 

' That was the point. Che really wanted to be defeated, in her 
own eyes. And nobody had ever defeated her. Men were never 
really her match. A woman of terrible strong health, she felt 
even that in her strong limbs there was far more electric power 
than in the limbs of any man she had met. That curious fluid 
electric force, that could make any man kiss her hand, if she 
so willed it. A. queen, as far as she wished. And not having 
been very elector at school, she always had the greatest respect 
for th£ mental powers. Her own were not mental powers. 
Rather electric, is of sqme strange physical dynamo within 
her So she had been ready to bow before Mind. 

But alas! After a breefc time,*she had foiind Mind, at least 
the man who was? supposed to have the mind, bowing before 
her. Her own peculiar dynamic force was stronger than the 
force of Mind. She ^culdt make Mind kiss her hand. 
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And not by any sensual tricks. She did not really care about 
sensualities, especially as a younger woman. Sex was a mere 
adjunct. She cared about the mysterious, intense, dynamic 
sympathy that could flow between her and some 'live' man — 
a man who was highly conscious, a real live wire. That she 
cared about. 

But she had never rested until she had made the man she 
admired — and admiration was the roots of her attraction to 
any man — made him kiss her hand. In both cases, actual 
and metaphorical. Physical and metaphysical. Conquered his 
country. 1 

She had always succeeded. And she believed that, if she 
cared, she always woul tf succeed. In the world of living men. 
Because of the power £hat was in her, in her arms, in her 
strong, shapely, but terrible ‘hands, in all the great dynamo of 
her body. 

For this reason she had been so terribly contemptuous of 
Rico, and of Lou’s infatuation. Ye gods! what was Rico in 
the scale of mm! 

Perhaps she despised the younger generation too easily. 
Because she did not see its sources of power, she ccyi eluded 
it was powerless. Whe»ja< perhaps the power of accomodat- 
ing oneself to any circumstance and committing oneself to no 
circumstance is the last triumph of mankind. 

Her generation had had its day. She had had her day. The 
world of her men had sunk into a sort of insignificance. And 
with a great contempt she despised the world that had come 
into place instead : the world of Rico *and Flora Manby, the 
world represented, to her, by the Prince of Wales. 

In such a world there was nothing even to conquer. It gave 
everything and gave nothing to everybody and^anybody all 
the time. Dio benedettol as Rico would say. A great compli- 
cated tangle ef nonentities ravelled in nothingness. So it 
seemed to her. 

Great God ! This was the generation ~she~ d helped to 
bring into the world. 

She had hacf her day. And, as far a§ the mysterious battle of 
life went, she had won all the way. Just as Cleop^jtra, in* the 
mysterious business of a wogian’s yf«, won all the wav. 

Though tfiat bald, tough Caesar had drawrt his itfin from the 
fire without losing much of its temper. And he had gone his 
way. And Antony surely was splendid tp die with. 

D 
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In her life there had been no tough Caesar to go his way in 
cold blood, away from her. Her men had goye from her like 
dogs on three legs, into the crowd. And certainly there was 
no gorgeous Antony to die for find with. 

Almost she was tempted in hi>r heart to cry : “Conquer me, 
oh God, before l die!” — But thin she had a terrible contempt 
for the Cod that was supposed to rule this universe. She felt 
she could make Him kiss her hand. Here she was a woman of 
fifty-one, past the change of life. And her great dread was to 
die an empty, barren death. Oh, if only Death might open dark 
wings of mystery and consolation. To die an easy, barren 
death. To pass out as she had passed in, without mystery 
or the rustling of darkness! That w^s her last, final, ashy 
dread. r 

“Old!” she said to herself. “I arti not old! I have lived many 
years, that is all. But I am as timeless as an hour-glass that 
turns morning and night, and spills the hours of sleep one way, 
the hours of consciousness the other way, without itself being 
affected. Nothing in all my life has ever truly , affected me. — I 
believe Cleopatra only tried the asp, as she tried her pearls in 
wine, to see if it would really, really have any effect on her. 
Nothing had ever really had any effect on her, neither Caesar 
nor Aptony nor any of them. Never once had she really been 
lost, last to herself. Then try death, see if that trick would 
work. If she would lose herself to herself that way. — Ah, 
death !” 

But Mrs. Witt mistrusted death too. She felt she might pass 
out as a bed of asters -passes out in autumn, to mere nothing- 
ness. — And something in her longed to die. at least, positively: 
to be folded then at last into throbbing wings of mystery, like 
a hawk that goes to sleep. Not like a thing made into a parcel 
and put into the last rubbish-heap. 

So she rode trotting across the hills, mile^ after mile, in 
silence. Avoiding the roads, avoiding everything, avoiding 
everybody, j^t* trotting forwards, towards night. 

Am) by nightfall they had travelled twenty-five miles. She 
had motored ardhnd thip country, and knew the little towns 
and the inns. She knew where she would sleep. 

The morning came beavtiful and sunny. A? woman so strong 
in health, tohy sh&uld she ride with the fact of death before 
her eyes? But she did. 

Yet in sunny morning she must do something about it. 
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“Lewis!” she said. “Come here and tell me something, 
please! Tell me*' 1 she said, “do you believe in God?" 

“In God!” he said, wondering. “I. never think about it.” 

“But do you say your praydrs?” 

“No, Mam!” 

“Why don’t you?” 

He thought about it for some fninutes. 

“I don’t like religion. My aunt and unde were religious.” 

“You don’t like religion/’ she repeated. “And you don't 
believe in God. — Well, then ” 

“Nay! ’ he hesitated.* “I never said I didn’t believe in God. — 
Only I’m sure I'm not a Methodist. And I feel a fool in a 
proper church. — And I Teel a fool saying my prayers. — And I 
feel a fool when ministers and parsons come getting at me. — I 
never think about God, if folks don’t try to make me.” He 
had a small, sly smile, almost gay. 

“And you don’t like feeling a fool?” She smiled rather 
patronisingly. 

“No, Mam.” 

“Do I make you feel a fool?” she asked dryly. 

He looked at her without answering. 

“Why don’t you answer?” she said, pressing. . 

“I think you’dTike to make a fool of me sometimes,” hg said. 

“Now?” she pressed. 

He looked at her with that slow, distant look. 

“Maybe!” he said, rather unconcernedly. 

Curiously, she couldn’t touch him. He^ always seemed to 
be watching her from a distance, as if from another country. 
Even if she made a fool of him, something in him would all 
the time be far away from her, not implicated. 

She caught herself up in the personal game and-returned to 
her own isolated question. A vicious habit made her start the 
personal tricks.* She didn’t want to, really. 

There was something about this little rgan-j-sometimes, to 
herself, she called him Little Jack Horner , sat in j corner — that 
irritated her 3jid made her want to taunt him. His peculiar 
little inaccessibility, that was so tight tmd easy. 

Then again, there was something, his way of looking* at 
her as if he looked from out ct another comntry, a ^ountry of 
which he was an inhabitant, and where she had never been : 
this touched her strangely. Perhaps behind this little man was 
the mystery. In spite of the fact that tn actual life, in her 
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world, he was only a groom, almost ctetil, with his legs a 
little bit horsey and bowed; and of no education, saying ‘Yes, 
Mam ! ’ and ‘No, Mam ! and accomplishing nothing, simply 
nothing at all on the face of thji earth. Strictly a nonentity. 

And yet, what made him perhaps the only real entity to her, 
his seeming to inhabit another world than hers. A world dark 
and stilF, where language ne<ter ruffled the growing leaves and 
seared their edges like a bad wind. 

Was it an illusion, however? Sometimes she thought it was. 
Just bunkum, which she had faked up, in order to have some* 
thing to mystify about. * 

But then, when she saw Phoenix and Lewis silently together, 
she knew there w as another communion, silent, excluding her. 
And sometimes when Lewis was alone with St. Mawr: and 
once when she saw him pick up a bird that had stunned itself 
against a wire : she had realised another world, silent, where 
each creature is alone in its own aura of silence, the mystery 
of power : as Lewis had power with St. Mawr, and even with 
Phoenix. 

The visible world and the invisible. Or rather, the audible 
and the inaudible. She had lived so long, and so completely, 
in the visible, audible world. She would not easily admit that 
other, inaudible. She always wanted to jeer as she approached 
the brink of it. 

Even now she wanted to jeer at the little fellow, because of 
his holding himself inaccessible within the inaudible, silent 
world. And $he knew he knew it. 

“Did you never wdht to be rich, and be a gentleman, like 
Sir Henry ?” she asked. 

“I would many times have liked to be rich. But I never 
exactly wanted to be a gentleman,” he said. 

“Why not?” 

“I can’t exactly sav. I should be uncomfortable if I was like 
they are.” 

“And are $~ou comfortable now?” 

“When I'm let alone.” 

“And do they let you done ? Does the world let you alone ?” 

M No, they don’t.” 

“Well then 

“I keep to myself all I can.” 

“And are you comfortable, as you call it, when you keep to 
yourself?” 
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“Yes, I am/' 

“But when ypn keep to yourself, what do you keep to? 
What precious treasure have you to. keep to?” 

He looked, and saw she wai jeering. 

“None,” he said. “I've got rpthing of that sort.” 

She rode impatiently on ahead. 

And the moment she had done so, she regretted# it. She 
might put the little fellow, with contempt, out of her reckon- 
ing. But no, she would not do it. 

She ha{J put so much out of her reckoning : soon she would 
be left in an empty ciftle, with her empty self at the centre. 

She reined in again. 

“Lewis!” she said. *1 don’t want you to take offence at 
anything I say.” 

“No, Mam.” 

“I don*t want you to say just ‘No, Mam!’ all the time!” she 
cried impulsively. “Promise me.” 

“Yes, Mam!” 

“But really !• Promise me you won’t be offended at what- 
ever I say.” 

“Yes, Mam!” 

She looked at him scan hingly. To her surprise, she was 
almost in tears. * A woman of her years! And with a servant! 

But his face was blank and stony, with a stony, distant look 
of pride that made him inaccessible to her emotions. He met 
her eyes again: with that cold distant look, looking straight 
into her hot, confused, pained self. So cold and as if merely 
refuting her. He didn’t believe her, noiwfTTlst her, nor like her 
even. She was an attacking enemy to him. Only he stayed 
really far away from her, looking down at her from a sort of 
distant hill where her weapons could not reach : j?ot quite. 

And at the same time, it hurt him in a dumb, living way, 
that she made shese attacks on him*. She could see the cloud of 
hurt in his eyes, no matter how distantly he looked at her. 

They bought food in a village shop, and lat^under a tree 
near a field v^here men were already cutting oats, in a # warm 
valley. Lewis had stabled the horses *f or a couple of hours to 
feed and rest. But he came to join her under the tre^, to eat. — 
He sat a little distance from%her, vdtji the bread and cheese 
in his small brown hands, eating silently, ^nd watching the 
harvesters. She was cross with him, and therefore she was 
stingy, would give him nothing tc* eat t but dry bread and 
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cheese. Herself, she was not hungry. — So all the time he kept 
his face a little averted from her. As a matter of fact, he kept 
his whole being averted from her, away from her. He did not 
want to touch her, nor to be ^touched by her. He kept his 
spirit there, alert, on its guard, tut out of contact. It was as if 
he had unconsciously accepted* the battle, the old battle. He 
was her* target, the old object of her deadly weapons. But he 
refused to shoot back. It was as if he caught all her missiles in 
full flight before they touched him, and silently threw them 
on the ground behind him. And in some essential part of him- 
self he ignored her, staying in another World. 

That other world! Mere male armour of artificial imper- 
viousness! It angered her. ♦* 

Yet she knew, by the way he watched the harvesters, and 
the grasshoppers popping into hotice, that it was another 
world. And when a girl went by, carrying food to the field, 
it was at him she glanced. And he gave that quick, animal 
little smile that came from him unawares. Another world. 

Yet also there was a sort of meanness about him: a 
suffisance! A keep-yourself-for-yourself, and don't give your- 
self aw?y. 

Well! — she rose impatiently. 

It \yas hot in the afternoon, and she was rather tired. She 
went to the inn and slept, and did not start again till tea-time. 

Then they had to ride rather late. The sun sank, among a 
smell of cornfields, clear and yellow-red behind motionless 
dark trees. Paie smoke rose from cottage chimneys. Not a 
cloud was in the $Ky> which held the upward-floating light 
like a bowl inverted on purpose. A new moon sparkled and 
was gone. It was beginning of night. 

Away in Jhe distance, they saw a curious pinkish glare of 
fire, probably furnaces. And Mrs. Witt thought she could 
detect the scent of furnace smoke, or factory smoke. But then 
she always said that of the English air : it was never quite free 
of the smell pf smoke, coal smoke. 

They were riding slowly on a path through fields, down a 
long slope. Away oelowowas a puther of lights. All the dark- 
ness) seemed full of half-spent crossing lights, a curious uneasi- 
ness. High in the sky a sfar seej ted to be Walking. It was an 
aeroplane ^ith a Sight. Its buzz rattled above. Not a space, 
not a speck of this country that wasn't humanised, occupied 
by the human clainv ( Not even the sky. 
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They descended slowly through a dark wood, which they 
had entered through a gate. Lewis was all the time dismount- 
ing and opening gates, letting her pass, shutting the gate and 
mounting again. j 

So, in a while she came to |he edge of the wood’s darkness, 
and saw the open pale concav<! of the world beyond. The dark- 
ness was never dark. It shook with the concussion of many 
invisible lights, lights of towns, villages, mines, factories, 
furnaces, squatting in the valleys and behind all the hills. 

Yet, as Rachel Witt drew rein at the gate emerging from the 
wood, a very big, soft %tar fell in heaven, cleaving the hubbub 
of this human night with a gleam from the greater world. 

“See! a star falling !* said Lewis, as he opened the gate. 

“I saw it,” said Mrs. itt, walking her horse past him. 

There was a curious excitement of wonder, or magic, in the 
little man’s voice. Even in this night something strange had 
stirred awake in him. 

“You ask me about Cod,” he said to her, walking his horse 
alongside in the shadow of the wood’s edge, the darkness of 
the old Pan, that kept our artificially-lit world at bay. “I don’t 
know about God. But when I see a star fall like thjjt out of 
long-distance places in the sky : and the moon sinking saying 
Good-bye! Gobd-bye! Good-bye! and nobody listening: I 
think I hear something, though I wouldn’t call it God. 

“What then?” said Rachel Witt. 

“And you smell the snrfell of oak leaves now,” he said, “now 
the air is cold. They smell to me more alive than people. The 
trees hold their bodies hard and still, biiVTfiey watch and listen 
with their leaves. And I think they say to me: ‘Is that you 
passing there, Morgan Lewis? All right, you pass quickly, we 
shan’t do anything to you. You are like a holly tush.’ ” 

“Yes,” said Rachel Witt dryly. “Why?” 

“All the tin*e the trees grow afid listen. And if you cut a 
tree down without asking pardon, trees will hurt you some 
time in your life, in the night-time.” 

“I suppose^’ said Rachel Witt, “that’s an old supers^ tion.” 

“They say that ash trees don’t lik<% people. When the other 
people were most in the country — I mean like wh# they»call 
fairies, that have^ll gone no^[ — they liked ash trees best. And 
you know {he little green things with little Small r/Cts in them, 
that come flying from ash trees — pigeons , we call them — 
they’re the seeds — the other people us&J to catch them and 
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eat them before they fell to the ground. And that made the 
people so they could hear trees living and feeding things. — But 
when all these people that there are now came to England, 
they liked the oak trees best, because their pigs ate the acorns. 
So now you can tell the ash tries are mad, they want to kill 
all these people*. But the oak trees are many more than the 
ash tree&.” f 

“And do you eat the ash tree seeds ?” she asked. 

“I always ate them when I was little. Then I wasn’t 
frightened of ash trees, like most of the others. And I wasn’t 
frightened of the moon. If you didn’t £0 near the fire all day, 
and if you didn’t eat any cooked food nor anything that had 
been in the sun, but only things like turnips or radishes or pig- 
nuts, and then went without any clothes on, in the full moon, 
then you could see the people in the moon, and go with them. 
They never have fire, and they never speak, and thew bodies 
are clear almost like jelly. They die in a minute if there’s a bit 
of fire near them. But 1 they know more than we. Because 
unless fire touches them, they never die. They«see people live 
and they see people perish, and they say, people are only like 
twigs oft a tree, you break them off the tree, and kindle fire 
with them. You made a fire of them, and they arc gone, the 
fire is, gone, everything is gone. But the people of the moon 
don’t die, and fire is nothing to them. They look at it from 
the distance of the sky, and see it burning things up, people 
all appearing and disappearing like twigs that come in spring 
r and you cut them in autumn and make a fire of them and they 
are gone. And the^ ^ay: What do people matter? If you 
want to matter, you must become a moon-boy. Then all your 
life, fire can’t blind you and people can’t hurt you. Because 
at full moop you can join the moon people, and go through 
the air and pass any cool places, pass through rocks and 
through the trunks of trees, and when you cK>me to people 
lying warm in bed, you punish them.” 

“How?” r ' 

“Yqu sit on the pillow where they breathe, and you put a 
web across their mouth/v so they can’t breathe the fresh air 
that, comes from the moon. So they go on breathing the same 
air again and again, aracjL that anakes then* more and more 
stupefied. *fhe suit gives out heat, but the moon gives out 
fresh air. That’s what the moon people do: they wash- the 
air clean with moorlCght ” 
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He was talking with a strange, eager naivete that amused 
Rachel Witt, and, made her a little uncomfortable in her skin. 
Was he after an no more than a sort of imbecile ? 

“Who told you all this stuft?” she asked abruptly. 

And, as abruptly, he pullecl himself up. 

“We used to say it when wi were children^” 

“But you don’t .believe it? It is only childishness, after all/* 
He paused a moment or two. 

“No,” he said, in his ironical little day voice. “I know I 
shan’t make anything but a fool of myself, with that talk. 
But all 5brts of things# go through our heads, and some seem 
to linger, and some don’t. But you asking me about God put 
it into my mind, I suppose. I don’t know what sort of things 
I believe in : only I knoyv it’s not what the chapel folks believe 
in. We none of us believe in thefn when it comes to earning a 
living, <ar, with you people, when it comes to spending your 
fortune. Then we know that bread costs money, and even 
your sleep you have to pay for. — That’s work. Or, with you 
people, it’s jus^ owning property and seeing you get your value 
for your money. — But a man s mind is always full of things. 
And some people’s minds, like my aunt and uncle, are full of 
religion and hell for everybody except themselves. And some 
people’s minds ^are all money, money, money, arid how to get 
hold of somchting they haven’t got hold of yet. AnS some 
people, like you, are always curious about what everybody 
else in the world is aftei*. And some people are all for enjoy- 
ing themselves and being thought much of, and some, like 
Lady Carrington, don’t know what tc "tio with themselves. 
Myself, I don’t want to have in my mind the things other 
people have in their minds. I’m one that likes my own things 
best. And if, when I see a bright star fall, like to-night, I think 
to myself : ‘There’s movement in the sky. The world is going 
to change again. They’re throwing something to us from the 
distance, and we’ve got to have it, whethei we want it or not. 
To-morrow there will be a difference fo? everybody, thrown 
out of the skv upon us, whether we want it or not : then that’ s 
how I want To think, so let me please myself.’ ” * 

“You know what a shooting star actually is, I guppos^? — 
and that there ate always r^any iri August, because we pass 
through a tegion of them?” 

.. “Yes, Mam, I’ve been told. But stones don’t come at us from 
the sky for nothing. Either it’s lilje Wfcen a man tosses an 
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apple to you out of his orchard, as you go by. Or it's like 
when somebody shies a stone at you to cut your head open. 
You'll never make me believe the sky is like £n empty house 
with a slate falling from the roof. The world has its own life, 
the sky has a life of its own, anp never is it like stones rolling 
down a rubbis)i;heap and falling into a pond. Many things 
twitch 3 pd twitter within the sky, and many things happen 
beyond us. My own way of thinking is my own way." 

"I never knew you talk so much." 

"No, Mam. It's your asking me that about God. Or else it’s 
the night-time. I don't believe in God and being good and 
going to heaven. Neither do I worship idols, so I’m not a 
heathen as my aunt called me. Never from a boy did 1 want to 
believe the things they kept grinding, in their guts at home, 
and at Sunday school, and at school. 'A man’s mind has to be 
full of something, so I keep to what we used to thinly as lads. 
It's childish nonsense, I know it. But it suits me. Better than 
■other people's stuff. Your man Phoenix is about the same, 
when he lets on. — Anyhow, it’s my own stuff that we believed 
as lads, and I like it better than other people’s stuff. — You ask- 
ing about God made me let on. But I would never belong to 
any club, or trades union, and God’s the same to my mind." 

With this he gave a little kick to his horse, and St. Mawr 
went financing excitedly along the highway they now entered, 
leaving Mrs. Witt to trot after as rapidly as she could. 

When she came to the hotel, to which she had telegraphed 
for rooms, Lewis disappeared, and she was left thinking hard. 

It was not till thej’^ere twenty miles from Mernton, riding 
through a slow morning mist, and she had a rather far-away, 
wistful look on her face, unusual for her, that she turned to 
him in the saddle and said : 

"Now don t be surprised, Lewis, at what I am going to say. 
I am going to ask you, now, supposing I wanted, to marry you, 
what should you say?" 

He looked at her 'quickly, and was at once on his guard. 

‘That you 'didn't mean it," he replied hastily. 

“ res" — she hesitated, ?nd her face looked wistful and tired. 
— ", Supposing I did mean it. Supnosing I did really , from my 
heart, want to marry ypu and b^ a wife to » /ou” — she looked 
away acro&j the fields — ‘'then wnat should you say?" 

Her voice sounded sad, a little broken. 

"Why, Mam ! " he r r^plied, knitting his brow and shaking his 
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head a little. "I should say you didn’t mean it, you know. 
Something wou^Miave come over you.” 

“But supposing I wanted something to come over me?’* 

He shook his head. 

“It would never do. Mam ! ^ome people’s flesh and blood is 
kneaded like bread : and that’fc me. And son%e are rolled like 
fine pastry, like Lady Carringtoif. And some are mi:*ed with 
gunpowder. They're like a cartridge you put in a gun. Mam." 

She listened imaptiently. 

“Don’t^talk," she said, "about bread and takes and pastry, 
it all means nothing. You used to answer short enough ‘Yes, 
Mam! No, Mam!’ That will do now. Do you mean ‘Yes!’ 
or ‘No!?’" • 

His eyes met hers. She was again hectoring. 

“No, Mam!" he said, quite neutral. 

“Why*?" 

As she waited for his answer, she saw the foundations of 
his loquacity dry up, his face go distant and mute again, as it 
always used to*be, till these last two days, when it had had a 
funny touch of inconsequential merriness. 

He looked steadily into her eyes, and his look wa^neutral, 
sombre, and hurt. He looked at her as if infinite seas, infinite 
spaces divided Him and her. And his eyes seemed to pmt her 
away beyond some sort of fence. An anger congealed cold 
like lava, set impassive against her and all her sort. 

“No, Mam. 1 couldn’r give my body to any woman who 
didn’t respect it.” . 

“But I do respect it, I do!" — she flunhefl hot like a girl. 

“No, Mam. Not as 1 mean it," he replied. 

There was a touch of anger against her in his voice, and a 
distance of distaste. 

“And how do you mean it?” she replied, the full sarcasm 
coming back Uto her tones. She tould see that, as a woman 
to touch and fondle he saw her as repellent: only repellent. 

“I have to be a servant to women now," lie ^aid, “even to 
earn my wage. I could never touch with my body a 
whose servant I was." 

“You’re not my servant :^rv daughter pays you* wage*. — 
And all that is beside the poin^ between a man and a woman.” 

“No woifian who I touched with my body should ever 
speak To me as you speak to rhe, or think of me as you think 
of me," he said. 
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“But! ” she stammered. “I think of you — with love. 

And can you be so unkind as to notice the w^y I speak? You 
know it’s only my way.”, 

“You, as a woman," he said, “you have no respect for a 
man/’ " 

“Respect! Respect!’* she cried. “I’m likely to lose what 
respects have left. I know Fean love a man. But whether a 
man can love a woman ” 

“No,” said Lewis. “I never could, and I think I never shall. 
Because I don’t want to. The thought of it makes me feel 
shame.” * 

“What do you mean” she cried. 

“Nothing in the world,” he said, “wbuld make me feel such 
shame as to have a woman shouting a,t me, or mocking at me, 
as I see women mocking and despising the men they marry. 
No woman shall touch my body and mock me or deepise me. 
No woman.” 

“But men must be mbeked, or despised even, sometimes.” 

“No. Not this man. Not by the woman I .'ouch with my 
body.” 

“Are<vou perfect?” 

“I don’t know. But if I touch a woman with my body, it 
must out a lock on her, to respect what I Vill never have 
despised: never!” 

“What will you never have despised?” 

“My body! And my touch upon the woman.” 
r “Why insis;t so on your body?” — And she looked at him 
with a touch of coTiMnptuous mockery, raillery. 

He looked her in the eyes steadily, and coldly, putting her 
away from him, and himself far away from her. 

“Do you„expect that any woman still stay your humble 
slave to-day?” she asked cuttingly. 

But he only watched ner coldly, distant refusing any 
connection. 

“Between piefi arid women, it’s a question of give and take. 
A tnjap can’t expect always to be humbly adored.” 

He watched her still, fold, rather pale, putting her far from 
hinr. Thep he turned his horse tnd set off rapidly along the 
road, leaving her to foljo^y. 

She wafted herdiorse and let him go, thinking t'6 herself : 

“There’s a little bantam cock. And a groom! Imagine it! 
Thinking he can dictate *o a woman!” 
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She was in love with him. And he, in an odd way, was in 
love with her. $he had known it by the odd, uncanny merri- 
ment in him, and his unexpected loquacity. But he would not 
have her come physically near him. Unapproachable there 
as a cactus, guarding his ‘bocty’ from her contact. As if 
contact with her would be mortal insult and fatal injury to 
his marvellous 'body'. 

What a little cock-sparrow! 

Let him ride ahead. He would have to wait for her some- 
where. * 

She found him at th£ entrance to the next village. His face 
was pallid and set. She could tell he felt he had been insulted, 
so he had congealed into stiff insentience. 

"At the bottom of alUmen is the same," she said to herself: 
"an empty, male conceit of themselves." 

She, tbo, rode up with a face like a mask, and straight on 
to the hotel. 

"Can you serve dinner to myself and mv servant?" she 
asked at the Lin: which, fortunately for her, accommodated 
motorists, otherwise they would have said ‘No!' 

"I think," said Lewis as they came in sight of Jylerriton, 
"I'd better give Lady Carrington a week's notice." 

A complete lfttle stranger! And an impudent one. 

"Exactly as you please," she said. 

She found several letters from her daughter at Marshal Place. 

"Dear Mother: No sooner had you gone off than Flora 
appeared, not at all in the bud, but rather in full blow. She 
demanded her victim: Shylock demanding’ the pound of flesh: 
and wanted to hand over the shekels. 

"Joyfully I refused them. She said ‘Harry' was much better, 
and invited him and me to stay at Corrabach Hall till he was 
quite well : it would be less strain on your household, while 
he was still in«bed and helpless. So the plan is, that he shall be 
brought down on Friday, if he is really lit # ror the journey, and 
we drive straight to Corrabach. I am packing, his bags and 
mine, clearing up our traces: his trunks to go to CoryhagJ>r 
mine to stay here and make up thoir minds. — I am going to 
Flints Farm again to-morrof^ dutifully, though I aim no flmwer 
for the bedside.— I do so wyit to ^ciow if Rico has already 
callejLJaef Fiorita : or perhaps Florecita. lt^reminds me of old 
JMffiam's joke : ‘Now yuh tell me, little Missy : which is the 
best posey that grow?’ And the hushefUwhisper in which he 
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said the answer : ‘The Collyposy ! ’ Oh dear, I am so tired of 
feeling spiteful, but how else is one to feel ? , 

“You looked most prosaically romantic, setting oft in a 
rubber cape, followed by Lewis.| Hope the roads were not very 
slippery, and that you had a. good time, d la Mademoiselle de 
Maupin. Do remember, dear, n6t to devour little Lewis before 
you haw; got half-way ” 1 

“Dear Mother : I half expected word from you before I left, 
but nothing came. Forrester drove me up here just before 
lunch. Rico seems much better, almost himself, and a little 
more than that. He broached our staging at Corrabach very 
tactfully. I told him Flora had asked me, and it seemed a good 
plan. Then I told him about St. Mawr.*He was a little piqued, 
and there was a pause of very disapproving silence. Then he 
said: ‘Very well, darling. If you wish to keep the animal, do 
so by all means. I make a present of him again/ Met ‘That’s 
so good of you, Rico. Because 1 know revenge is sweet/ Rico : 
‘Revenge, Loulina! I don't think I was selling him for 
vengeance! Merely to get rid of him to Flora/ who can keep 
better hold over him/ Me: ‘But you know, dear, she was 
going tc^eld him!' Rico: ‘I don’t think anybody knew it. We 
only wondered if it were possible, to make him more amen- 
able. pid she tell you?’ Me: ‘No — Phoenix ‘did. He had it 
from a groom/ Rico: ‘Dear me! A concatenation of grooms ! 
So your mother rode off with Lewis, and carried St. Mawr out 
of danger! I understand! Let us hope worse won't befall.’ 
Me: ‘Whom?’.. Rico: ‘Never mind, dear! It’s so lovely to see 
you. You are lookTrTg rested. I thought those Countess of 
Wilton roses the most marvellous things in the world, till you 
came, now they’re quite in the background/ He had some 
very lovely roses in a crystal bowl : the room smelled of roses. 
Me: ‘Where did they come from?’ Rico: ‘Oh, Flora brought 
them!’ Me: ‘Bowl and all ?^ Rico: ‘Bowl and#nll! Wasn’t it 
dear of her?’ Me: ^Why, yes! But then she’s the goddess of 
flowers, isn't, sKe?' Poor darling, he was offended that I 
twit him while he is ill, so I relented. fcle has had a 
couple of marvellous invalid’s bed-jackets sent from London: 
one pinkish yellow, with rose/ijabesque facings: this one 
in fine clojh. But unfortunately j/ le has already dropped soup 
on it. The other ft a lovely silvery and blue and’gl'e^n, soft 
brocade. He had that one on to deceive me, and I at once com- 
plimented him on ifc h H&* has got a new ring too : sent by 
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Aspasia Weingartner, a rather lovely intaglio of Priapus under 
an apple bougty at least, so he says it is. He made a naughty 
face, and said : ‘The Priapus stage is rather advanced for poor 
me.’ I asked what the Priapys stage was, but he said: ‘Oh, 
nothing ! ’ Then nurse said : ‘f here's a big classical dictionary 
that Miss Manby brought up, if you wish to see it/ So J hstfe 
been studying the Classical Goas. The world alwa>*5 was a 
queer place. It’s a very queer one when Rico is the god 
Priapus. He would go round the orchard painting life-like 
apples on the trees, and inviting nymphs to come and eat 
them. * And the nynfphs would pretend they were real: 
‘Why, Sir Prippy, what stunningly naughty apples!’ There’s 
nothing so artificial a^ sinning nowadays. I suppose it once 
was real. 

“I'm bored here : wish I had my horse.’’ 

“Deaf Mother: I’m so glad you are enjoying your ride. I’m 
sure it is like riding into history, like the Yankee at the Court 
of King Arthur, ia those old by-lanes and Roman roads. They 
still fascinate me : at least, more before I get there than when 
I am actually there. I begin to feel real American and to re- 
sent the past. Why doesn’t the past decently bury its^fcf instead 
of waiting to be admired by the present? 

“Phoenix brought Poppy. 1 am so fond of her: rode^or five 
hours yesterday. I was glad to get away from this farm. The 
doctor came, and said g Rico would be able to go down to 
Corrabach to-morrow. Flora came to hear the bulletin, and 
sailed back full of zest. Apparently Rico is*going to do a 
portrait of her, sitting up in bed. Vvnat a mercy the bed- 
clothes won’t be mine when Priapus wields his palette from 
the pillow. 

“Phoenix thinks you intend to go to America with St. Mawr, 
and that I am coming too, leaving Rico this side. — I wonder. I 
feel so unreal? nowadays, as if I too were nothing more than 
a painting by Rico on a millboard. I Fjpl glmort too unreal 
even to make up my mind to anything. It is terrible when the 
life-flow die£ out of one, and everything is like nrdhnmjl Tpwf* 
oneself is like cardboard. I’m sure i? is worse than being dead. 

I realised it yestgrday whfrAPhoenix and I had a jwcnic tench 
by a stream. You see, I rrAs* impale you in all^things. He 
found some watercressel, and they tSsted so damp and 
I knew how deadenedM was. I^ioenix wants us to go 
and have a ranch in Arizona, and ijise 1 horses, with St. Mawr, 
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if willing, for Father Abraham. I wonder if it matters what one 
does: if it isn’t all the same thing over again ? e Only Phoenix, 
his funny blank face, makes my heart melt and go sad. But 
I believe he’d be cruel too. I saw it in his face when he didn’t 
know I was looking. Anything, Though, rather than this dead- 
line and this pqint-Priapus busiAess. Au revoir, mother dear! 
Keep oi^having a good time-* ” 

“Dear Mother : I had your letter from Merriton : am so glad 
you arrived safe and sound in body and temper. There was 
such a funny letter from Lewis, too : I enclose it. What makes 
him take this extraordinary line? But Pm writing to tell him 
to take St. Mawr to London, and wait for me there. 1 have 
telegraphed Mrs. Squire to get the hou:& ready for me. I shall 
go straight there. 

“Things developed here, as they were bound to. I just 
couldn’t bear it. No sooner was Rico put in the automobile 
than a self-conscious importance came over him, like when 
the wounded hero is carried into the middle of the stage. ‘Why 
so solemn, Rico dear?’ I asked him, trying to *’augh him out 
of it. ‘Not solemn, dear, only feeling a little transient.’ I don't 
think he c Vnew himself what he meant. Flora was on the steps 
as the car drew up, dressed in severe white. She only needed 
an aprpn to become a nurse: or a veil to become a bride. 
Between the two, she had an unbearable air of a woman in 
seduced circumstances, as The Times said. She ordered two 
menservants about in subdued, you would have said hushed, 
but competent Jones. And then I saw there was a touch of the 
jSriestess about her aS*% ell : Cassandra preparing for her viola- 
tion : Iphigenia, with Rico for Orestes, on a stretcher : he 
looking like Adonis, fully prepared to be an unconscionable 
time in dying. They had given him a lovely room down- 
stairs, with doors opening on to a little garden all of its own. 
I believe it was Flora’s boudoir. I left nurse ar-d the men to 
put him to bed. Floja* was hovering anxiously in the passage 
outside. ‘Oh, # whht a marvellous room ! Oh, how colourful, 
autiful !’ came Rico’s tones, the hero behind the scenes. 
I must say, it w&s likeca harvest festival, with roses and 
gaillurdias in the shadow, and coy&aowers in the light, and a 
bowl of grapes, and nectarines a/iong leaves. 1 ‘I’m so anxious 
that he should be hfcppy,' Flora s£id to me in the passage, ‘You 
know him best. Is there anything else I could do for hifr**?’ 
Me : ‘Why, if you went t<p the piano and sang. I’m sure he’d 



ST. MAWR 105 

love it. Couldn't you sing: Oh, my love is like a rred, rred 
rrose ! ' — You kjiow how Rico imitates Scotch ! 

“Thank goodness I have a bedroorp upstairs : nurse sleeps in 
a little ante-chamber to Riccis room. The Edwards are still 
here, the blond young man wit£ some very futuristic plaster 
on his face. ‘Awfully good of you to comeV he said tq^*£T 
looking at me out of one eye, and holding my hand fcaKently. 
How’s that for cheek: ‘It’s awfully good of Miss Manby to 
let me come/ said I. He: ‘Ah, but Flora is always a sport, a 
topping good sport!’ 

“I d'fri’t know what # s the matter, but it just all put me into 
a fiendish temper. 1 felt I couldn’t sit there at luncheon with 
that bright, youthful bompany, and hear about their tennis 
and their polo and their hunting and have their flirtatiousness 
making me sick. So I asked for a tray in my room. Do as I 
might, 1 couldn’t help being horrid. 

“Oh, and Rico! He really is too awful. Lying there in bed 
with every ear open, like Adonis waiting to be persuaded not 
to die. Seizing a hushed moment to take Flora’s hand and 
press it to his lips, murmuring : ‘How awfully good you are to 
me, dear Flora!’ And Flora: ‘I'd be better if I kjjew how, 
Harry 1’ So cheerful with it all! No, it’s too much.Tdy sense 
of humour is leaving me : which means. I'm getting ipto too 
bad a temper to be able to ridicule it all. I suppose I feel in 
the minority. It’s an awful thought, to think that most all 
the young people in the world arc like this: so bright and 
cheerful, and sporting , and so brimming with libido. How 
awful ! 

“I said to Rico: ‘You’re very comfortable here, aren’t you?’ 
He: ‘Comfortable! It’s comparative heaven/ Me: ‘Would 
you mind if I went away?* A deadly pause. ,He is deadly 
afraid of being left alone with Flora. He feels safe so long as 
I am about, and he can take refifge in his marriage ties. He: 
‘Where do you want to go, dear?’ Me: ‘To mother. To 
London. Mother is planning to go to ArSerita, and she wants 
me to go/ £ico : ‘But you don’t want to go t — he — e — 

You know, mother, how Rico can *put a venomous emphasis 
on a word, till it suggests ^ ye poison. It nettled me. Ti* n£ 
sure/ I said. Kico: ‘Oh, 4ut ycui| can’t stand that awful 
Amerij^^ ‘I want to tw again.’ Rial: ‘ButTou dear, it 
winter before you gel there. A«d this is absolutely the 
wrong moment for me to go over tfjere: i am only just making 
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headway over here. When I am absolutely sure of a position 
in England, then we nip across the Atlantic ?nd scoop in a 
few dollars, if you like. Just now, even when I am well, would 
be fatal. I've only just sketched in the outline of my success 
jn London, and one ought to arrive in New York ready-made 
atf*c. .famous an<$ important Artist.’ Me : ‘But mother and I 
didn't think of going to New York. We thought we’d sail 
straight to New Orleans — if we could: or to Havana. And 
then go west to Arizona.’ The poor boy looked at me in such 
distress. ‘But Loulina darling, do you mean you want to leave 
me in the lurch for the winter season*' You can’t mean it. 
We’re just getting on so splendidly, really!’ — I was surprised 
at the depth of feeling in his voice: ^iow tremendously his 
career as an artist — a popular artist— ^matters to him. I can 
never believe it. — You know, mother, you and 1 feel alike 
about daubing paint on canvas: every possible daub fiiat can 
•be daubed has already been done, so people ought to leave 
off. Rico is so shrewd. I always think he’s got his tongue in 
his cheek, and I’m always staggered once more to find that he 
takes it absolutely seriously. His career! The Modern British 
Society qf>Painters : perhaps even the Royal Academy ! Those 
people we see in London, and those portraits Rico does! He 
may eyen be a second Laszlo, or a thirteenth brpen, and die 
happy! Oh! mother! How can it really matter to anybody! 

“But I was really rather upset whei\ 1 realised how his heart 
was fixed on his career, and that I might be spoiling every- 
thing for him. So I went away to think about it. And then 
I Realised how unpopular you are, and how unpopular I shall 
be myself, in a little while. A sort of hatred for people has 
come over me. I hate their ways and their bunk, and I feel like 
kicking them# in the face, as St. Mawr did that young man. 
Not that I should ever do it. # And I don't think I should ever 
have made my final announcement to Rico, if he hadn’t been 
such a beautiful jjig m* clover, here at Corrabach Hall. He has 
known the Manbys ail his life; they and he are sections of one 
Mtmgey He would be far happier with Flora: or t l won’t say 
happier, because th&e is fomething in him which rebels : but 
he would owl the whole fit much bfcflfcr. I mysplf am at the end 

refuse to. f^eel likfe a bit of eggiihell in the may on raUiss^the 
only thing is to take it #ut, you oan’t beat it in. I know IsnSH. 
cause a fiasco, even in Rijo’s career, if I stay. I shall go on 
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being rude and hateful to people as I am at Corrabach, and 
Rico will lose ^11 his nerve. 

“So I have told him. I said this evening, when no one was 
about : ‘Rico dear, listen to gie seriously. I can't stand these 
people. If you ask me to endurec another week of them, I shall 
either become ill, or insult thenf as mother does. And I 
want to do either./ Rico: ‘But aarling, isn’t everybodj^jSerfect 
to you?’ Me: ‘I tell you, I shall just make a break, like St. 
Mawr, if I don’t get out. I simply can’t stand people/ — The 
poor darling, his face goes so blank and anxious. He knows 
what l*»mean, because, except that they tickle his vanity all 
the time, he hates them as much as I do. But his vanity is the 
chief thing to him. H t : ‘Lou darling, can’t you wait till I get 
up, and we can go away to the Tyrol or somewhere for a 
spell?’ Me: ‘Won’t you come with me to America, to the 
South-West? I believe it’s marvellous country/ — I saw his 
face switch into hostility; quite vicious. He: ‘Are you so 
keen on spoiling everything for me? Is that what I married 
you for? Da you do it deliberately?* Me: ‘Everything is 
already spoilt for me. I tell you I can’t stand people, your 
Floras and your Asparias, and your forthcoming young 
Englishmen. After all, I am an American, like mother, and 
I’ve got to go f back.' He : ‘Really ! And am I to cont^e along 
as part of the luggage? Labelled cabin!’ Me: ‘You do as you 
wish, Rico.’ He : ‘I wish to God you did as you wished, Lou 
dear.*- I’m afraid you do as Mrs. Witt wishes. I always heard 
that the holiest thing in the world was a mother/ Me: ‘No, 
dear, it’s just that I can’t stand people.* He (with a snarl): 
‘And I suppose I’m lumped in as people ! ’ And when he’d said 
it, it was true. We neither of us said anything for a time. Then 
he said, calculating: ‘Very well, dear! You take a trip to the 
land of stars and stripes, and I’ll stay here and go on with my 
work. And when you’ve seen enbugh of their stars and tasted 
enough of their stripes, you can comb back and take your 
place again with me/ — We left it at that. 

“You and I are supposed to have important busin<j£s--o>r 
nccted with our estates in Texas-Mt sounds so well — so we 
are making a hurried trip *^o the States, as they fall thorn. I 
shall leave for l:ondon earl)l next jvjek ” 

Mrs Sffitt read this long litter wntn satiffaction/^he herself 
.kwi one strange craving : tojget backtf o America. It was not 
that she idealised her native country : she was a tartar of rest- 
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lessness there, quite as much as in Europe. It was not that 
she expected to arrive at any blessed abiding^, place. No, in 
America she would go on. fuming and chafing the same. But 
at least she would be in America, in her own country. And 
Jhat was what she wanted. 

picked upjthe sheet of poor paper that had been folded 
in Loir* letter. It was the letter from Lewis, quite nicely 
written. “Lady Carrington, I write to tell you and Sir Henry 
that I think I had better quit your service, as it would be more 
comfortable all round. If you will write and tell me what you 
want me to do with St. Mawr, I will Mo whatever you tell 
me. With kind regards to Lady Carrington and Sir Henry, I 
remain. Your obedient servant, MorgaA Lewis.” 

Mrs. Witt put the letter aside, and«sat looking out of the 
window. She felt, strangely, as if already her soul had gone 
away from her actual surroundings. She was there, in Oxford- 
shire, in the body, but her spirit had departed elsewhere. A 
listlessness was upon her: It was with an effort she roused 
herself, to write to her lawyer in London, to get her release 
from her English obligations. Then she wrote to the London 
hotel. € m 

For the first time in her life she wished she had a maid to 
do littlf things for her. All her life she had 'had too much 
energy to endure anyone hanging round her, personally. Now 
she gave up. Her wrists seemed numb, as if the power in her 
were switched off. 

When she went down they said Lewis had asked to speak 
tdher. She had hardfy seen him since they arrived at Merriton. 

“I’ve had a letter from Lady Carrington. Mam. She says will 
I take St. Mawr to London and wait for her there. But she says 
I am to come to you. Mam, for definite orders.” 

“Very well, Lewis. I shall be going to London in a few days* 
time. You arrange for St. Mawr to go up one Aay this week, 
and you will take him 'to the Mews. Come to me for anything 
you want. And don’t talk of leaving my daughter. We want 
»Tgu itO,™ with St. Mawr to America, with us and t Phcenix.” 

“And your horsed Mam?'” 

“Ichall ltave him here at Merri|0fc. I shall ^give him to Miss 
Atherton.” 

“Very good, Man!!” 

“Dear Daughter: I shall be irj>my old quarters in Mayi^k^ 
next Saturday, calling xhe«same day at your house to see if 
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everything is ready for you. Lewis has fixed up with the rail- 
way : he goes tp town to-morrow. The reason of his letter was 
that I had asked him if he would care to marry me, and he 
turned me down with emphasis. But I will tell you about it. 
You and I are the scribe and the Pharisee; I never could write 
a letter, and you could never leive off ” 

“Dearest Mother : I smelt something rash, but I kno^ifs no 
use saying : How could you ? 1 only wonder, though, that you 
should think of marriage. You know, dear, I ache in every 
fibre to be left alone, from all that sort of thing. I feel all 
bruises? like one whcJ has been assassinated. I do so under- 
stand why Jesus said : ‘ Noli me tangere / Touch me not, I am 
not yet ascended unttf the Father. Everything had hurt him 
so much, wearied him.so beyond endurance, he felt he could 
not bear one little human touch on his body. I am like that. 

1 can hardly bear even Elena to hand me a dress. As for a 
man — and marriage — ah, no! Noli me tangere , homine ! I am 
not yet ascended unto the Father. Oh, leave me alone, leave 
me alone ! That is all my cry to all the world. 

“Curiously, I feel that Phoenix understands what I feel. He 
leaves me so understandingly alone, he almost gives me my 
sheath of aloneness: or at least, he protects me in my sheath. 
I am grateful for him. 

“Whereas Rico feels my aloneness as a sort of sname to 
himself. He wants at least a blinding pretence of intimacy. 
Ah, intimacy ! The thought of it fills me with aches, and the 
pretence of it exhausts me beyond myself. 

“Yes, I long to go away to the West, To be away from the 
world like one dead and in another life, in a valley that life 
has not yet entered. 

“Rico asked me: What are you doing with St. Mawr? 
When I said we were taking him with us, he said: ‘Oh, the 
Corpus delict iT Whether that rrfeans anything, I don’t know. 
But he has grown sarcastic beyond my* depth. 

“I shall see you to-morrow ” 

Lou arrived in town, at the dead end of August, with .he- 
maid and Phoenix. How wonderfu> it seemed to have London 
empty of all her set : her-ewn little house to hers^f, with just 
the housekeeper^and her owSn maici The fact of be ing alone in 
those suifoundings was so wondenul. Jt *nade tiiesurround- 
. ings' themselves seem all thj more ghastly. Everything that 
had been actual to her was* turning gftostly: even her little 
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drawing-room was the ghost of a room, belonging to the dead 
people who had known it, or to all the dead generations that 
had brought such a room into being, evolved it out of their 
quaint domestic desires. And now, in herself, those desires 
were suddenly spent : gone out like a lamp that suddenly dies, 
^fcrs^jhen she saw her pale, dklicate room with its little green 
agate* tfcowl ana its two little porcelain birds and its soft, 
roundish chairs, turned into something ghostly, like a room 
set out in a museum. She felt like fastening little labels on the 
furniture: 'Lady Louise Carrington Lounge Chair, Last used 
August, 1923/ Not for the benefit of posterity : but to remove 
her own self into another world, another realm of existence. 

“My house, my house, my house, ho\* can I ever have taken 
so much pains about it ! ” she kept saying to herself. It was like 
one of her old hats, suddenly discovered neatly put away in an 
old hat-box. And what a horror: an old ‘fashionable’ fiat. 

Lewis came to see her, and he sat there in one of her delicate 
mauve chairs, with his feet on a delicate old carpet from 
Turkestan, and she just wondered. He wore his feather gaiters 
and khaki breeches as usual, and a faded blue shirt. . But his 
beard an<JJhair we re trimmed, he was tidy. There was a certain 
fineness of contour about him, a certain subtle gleam, which 
made liim see m, apart from his rough boots, riot at all gross, 
or coarse, in that setting of rather silky. Oriental furnishings. 
Rather he made the Asiatic, sensuous exquisiteness of her old 
rugs and her old white Chinese figures seem a weariness. 
Beauty! What /was beauty? she asked herself. The Oriental 
e&quisiteness seemed to her all like dead flowers whose hour 
had come to be thrown away. 

Lou could understand her mother’s wanting, for a moment, 
to marry him. His detachedness and his acceptance of some- 
thing in destiny which people cannot accept. Right in the 
middle of him he accepted something from destiny that gave 
him a quality of eternity. He did not care about persons, 
people, even events, in his own odd way he was an aristocrat, 
4flgcc§ggible in his aristocracy. But it was the aristocracy of 
the invisible powers, the greater influences, nothing to do with 
hum$n society. 

“You don’t really want^o lea\e St. Mawr, do you?” Lou 
asked hiin^“You don’t ready w^ it to quit, as you Said?” 

He looked at her steadily fron! : his pale grey eyes, without 
answering, not knowing what to* say. 
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“Mother told me what she said to you. — But she doesn't 
mind, she says you are entirely within your rights. She has a 
real regard for you. But we mustn’t let our regards run us into 
actions which are beyond our scope, must we? That makes 
everything unreal. But you will <jome with us to America with 
St. Mawr, won’t you ? We depe id on you ." 

“I don’t want to be uncomfortable," he saia. 

“Don’t be," she smiled. “'I myself hate unreal situations — I 
feel I can’t stand them any more. And most marriages are un- 
real situations. But apart from anything exaggerated, you like 
being ^ith mother an$ me, don’t you?" 

“Yes, I do. I like Mrs. Witt as well. But not ” 

“I know. There won't be any more of that ’’ 

“You see. Lady Carrington," he said, with a little heat, 
“I’m not by nature a marrying man. And 1 feel I was selling 
myself." 

“Quite! — Why do you think you are not a marrying man, 
though?" 

“Me ! I don’t feel myself after I’ve been with women." He 
spoke in a low tone, looking down at his hands. “I feel messed 

up. I’m better to keep to myself. — Because " and here he 

looked up with a flare in his eyes : “women — they #nly want 
to make you give in to them, so that they feel almighty, and 
you feel small." 

“Don’t you like feeling small?" Lou smiled. “And don’t you 
want to make them give in to you?" 

“Not me," he said. “1 don’t want nothing. Nothing, I want." 

“Poor mother!" said Lou. “She thinks if she feels moved by 
a man, it must result in marriage — or that kind of thing. 
Surely she makes a mistake. I think you and Phoenix and 
mother and I might live somewhere in a far-away wild place, 
and make a good life : so long as we didn’t begin to mix up 
marriage, or love or that sort of thing into it. It seems to me 
men and women have really hurt one another so much nowa- 
days that they had better stay apart till *he^ have learned to 
be gentle with one another again. Not all this forced passion 
and destructive philandering. Men t and women should stay 
apart till their hearts grow gentle towards one another again. 
Now, it's only eUch one fighting for his own — or*her own — 
underneath the cover of teniernesij"* 

“Dear! — darling ! — Yes, rnw Iove\” _ mocked Lewis, with a 
'faint smile of amused contenjpt. 
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“Exactly. People always say dearest! when they hate each 
other most/* 

Lewis nodded, looking at her with a suddeh sombre gloom 
in his eyes. A queer bitterness showed on his mouth. But even 
then he was so still and remqte. 

V*Jhe housekeeper came ajpd announced The Honourable 
Lauhs^idley. This was like* a blpw in the face to Lou. She 
rose hurriedly — and Lewis rose, moving to the door. 

“Don’t go, please, Lewis," said Lou — and then Laura Ridley 
appeared in the doorway. She was a woman a few years older 
than Lou, but she looked younger. cfShe might have been 
a shy girl of twenty-two, with her fresh complexion, her 
hesitant manner, her round, startled brown eyes, her bobbed 
hair. 

“Hello!" said the newcomer. “Imagine your being back! 
I saw you in Paddington." 

Those sharp eyes would see everything. 

“I thought everyone was out of town," said Lou. “This is 
Mr. Lewis." 

Laura gave him a little nod, then sat on the edge of her 
chair. 

“No/’^he said. “I did go to Ireland to my people, but I 
came back. I prefer London when I can be mare or less alone 
in it. M thought I’d just run in for a moment before you’re 
gone again. — Scotland, isn’t it?" 

“No, mother and I are going to America." 

“America! Oh, I thought it was Scotland." 

“It was. But we«have suddenly to go to America.” 

“I see! — And what about Rico?” 

“He is staying on in Shropshire. Didn’t you hear of his 
accident?" 

Lou told about it briefly. 

“But how awful!" said Laura. “But there! I knew it! I 
had a premonition when I saw that horse. We had a horse 
that killed a man. Then my father got rid of it. But ours was 
^a mare, that one. Yours is a boy." 

“AYull-grown man. I’m afraid." 

“Jfes, o^ course, I remember. — But how awful ! I suppose 
you won’t ride in the Row. The( awful people that ride there 
nowaday anyhow ! Clhf aren’f they awful ! Aren’t people 
monstrous, really! My word, ^ hen I see the horses crossing 
Hyde Park Corner op<a yet day and coming down smash to 
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those slippery stones, giving their riders a fractured skull! — 
No joke!" 

She inquired fletails of Rico. 

“Oh, I suppose I shall see him when he gets back,” she said. 
“But I'm sorry you are going. \ shall miss you. I’m afraid. 
Though you won’t be staying lo |g in America. No one staler 
there longer than they can help. ’ 

“I think the winter through, at least,” said Lou. 

“Oh, all the winter! So long? Pm sorry to hear that. You’re 
one of the few, very few people one can talk really simply 
with. Extraordinary, 'isn’t it, how few really simple people 
there are! And they get fewer and fewer. I stayed a fortnight 
with my people, and a week of that I was in bed. It was really 
horrible. They really try to take the life out of me, really ! 
Just because one won’t be as they are, and play their game. I 
simply refused, and came away.” 

“But you can’t cut yourself off altogether,” said Lou. 

“No, I suppose nut. One has to see somebody. Luckily one 
has a few artists for friends. They’re the only real people, 

anyhow ” She glanced round inquisitively at Lewis, and 

said with a slight, impertinent, elvish smile on h^r virgin 
face : 

“Are you an •artist?” 

“No, Mam!” he said. “I’m a groom.” 

“Oh, I see!” She looked him up and down. 

“Lewis is St. Mawr’s master,” said Lou. 

“Oh, the horse! the terrible horse!” She paused a moment. 
Then again she turned to Lewis with that-faint smile, slightly 
condescending, slightly impertinent, slightly flirtatious. 

“Aren’t you afraid of him?” she asked. 

“No, Mam.” 

“Aren’t you, really ! — And can you always master him?” 

“Mostly. Hf* knows me.” 9 

“Yes! I suppose that's it.” — She looked him up and down 
again, then turned away to Lou. 

“What have you been painting lately?” said Lou. Laura 
was not a bSd painter. 

“Oh, hardly anything. I haven’t been able to eet on at. all. 
This is one of my bad intervals.” , T 

Here Lewis rose and looked at LcAj 
. “All right,” she said. “Conk in afterjunch, and we’ll finish 
those arrangements.” 
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Laura gazed after the man, as he dived out of the room, as 
if her eyes were gimlets that could bore into his secret. 

In the course of the conversation she said : * 

“What a curious little* man that was!“ 

‘Which?" 

|The groom yvho was heifr just now. Very curious! Such 
peculiar eyes. I shouldn't wonder if he had psychic powers." 

“What sort of psychic powers?" said Lou. 

“Could see things. — And hypnotic, too. He might have 
hypnotic powers." 

“What makes you think so?" 

“He gives me that sort of feeling. Very curious! Probably 
he hypnotises the horse. — Are you leaving the horse here, by 
the way, in stable?" 

“No, taking him to America." 

‘Taking him to America! How extraordinary!" • 

“It's mother’s idea. She thinks he might be valuable as a 
stock horse on a ranch. You know we still have interest in a 
ranch in Texas." 

“Oh, I see! Yes, probably he’d be very valuable to improve 
the bree^of the horses over there. — My father has some very 
lovely hunters. Isn’t it disgraceful, he would never let me 

y?" 

“Because we girls weren’t important, in his opinion. — 
So you’re taking the horse to America! With the little 
man?" • . 

4 “Yes, St. Mawr Will hardly behave without him." 

“I see — I see — ee — ee! Just you and Mrs. Witt and the 
little man. I’m sure you’ll find he has psychic powers." 

“I’m afraid I'm not so good at finding things out," said Lou. 

“Aren't you? No, I suppose not. I am. I have a flair. I sort 
of smell things. — Then the horse is already here, is he? When 
do you think you’ll s'ail?" 

“Mother is fin&ng'a merchant boat that will go to Galveston, 
Texas* and take jus along with the horse. She knows people 
who will find the right thing. But it takes time."" 

“JVhat ? much nicer way to travel than on one of those 
great liners! Oh, how awful they are! So Vulgar! Floating 
palaces*Ufey calif them!' My /word, the people ‘inside the 
palaces! — Yes, I shouM say thaT would be a much pleasanter 
way of travelling : cvva cargo tyoat." 
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Laura wanted to go down to the Mews to see St. Mawr. The 
two women went together. 

St. Mawr stoAd in his box, bright and tense as usu^l. 

“Yes !” said Laura Ridley, with a slight hiss. “Yes! Isn't he 
beautiful. Such very perfect legs!” — She eyed him round with 
those gimlet, sharp eyes of hers. j“ Almost a pity to let him,gc; 
out of England. We need some of his perfect bone, I -feel. — 
But his eye. Hasn't he got a look in it, my word!” 

“I can never see that he looks wicked,” said Lou. 

“Can't you!” — Laura had a slight hiss in her speech, a sort 
of aristdfcratic decisioi# in her enunciation, that got on Lou's 
nerves. — “He looks wicked to me!” 

“He's not mean,” said Lou. “’He’d never do anything mean 
to you.” 

“Oh, mean! I dare say not. No! I’ll grant him that, he 
gives fair warning. His eye says Beware ! — But isn't he a 
beauty, isn't he!” Lou could feel the peculiar reverence for 
St. Mawr's breeding, his show qualities. Herself, all she cared 
about was the, horse himself, his real nature. “Isn’t it extra- 
ordinary,” Laura continued, “that you never get a really per- 
fectly satisfactory animal! There’s always something wrong. 
And in men too. Isn’t it curious? there’s always something — 
something wroftg — or something missing. Why is it?” 

“I don’t know,” said Lou. She felt unable to cope with any 
more. And she was glad when Laura left her. 

The days passed slowly, quietly, London almost empty of 
Lou’s acquaintances. Mrs. Witt was busy getting all sorts of 
papers and permits: such a fuss! The battle light was still in 
her eye. But about her nose was a dusky, pinched look that 
made Lou wonder. 

Both women wanted to be gone : they felt they had already 
flown in spirit, and it was weary, having the body left behind. 

At last all was ready: they oitly awaited the telegram to 
say when their cargo-boat would sail.** Trunks stood there 
packed, like great stones locked for eve*. *The Westminster 
house seemed already a shell. Rico wrote and telegraphed 
tenderly, bill there was a sense of ^relentless effort in it all, 
rather than of any tenderness. He had taken his position 

Then the telegram came, t>iie boaf was ready to sail. 

“There, now ! ” said Mrs. Vfitt, a^ it it h*d been 'Sentence 
of death. 

“Why do you look like thtft, mother?'# 
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“I feel I haven’t an ounce of energy left In my body.” 

“But how queer, for you, mother. Do you think you are 
ill?” ' 

“No, Louise. I just feel that way : as if I hadn’t an ounce 
of energy left in my body ” 

‘ -4iYou'll feel jpurself again! 1 , once you are away.” 

“Maybe I shall.” 1 

After all, it was only a matter of telephoning. The hotel and 
the railway porters and taxi-men would do the rest. 

It was a grey, cloudy day, cold even. Mother and daughter 
sat in a cold first-class carriage and witched the little Hamp- 
shire country-side go past : little, old, unreal it seemed to them 
both, and passing away like a dream Whose edges only are in 
consciousness. Autumn! Was this autumn? Were these trees, 
fields, villages? It seemed but the dim, dissolved edges of a 
dream, without inward substance. 

At Southampton it was raining : and just a chaos, till they 
stepped on to a clean boat, and were received by a clean young 
captain quite sympathetic, and quite a gentleman. Mrs. Witt, 
however, hardly looked at him, but went down to her cabin 
and lay {Jpwn in her bunk. 

There, lying concealed, she felt the engines start, she knew 
the vqvage had begun. But she lay still. She saw the clouds 
and the rain, and refused to be disturbed. 

Lou had lunch with the young captain, and she felt she 
ought to be flirty. The young man was so polite and attentive. 
And she wished- so much she were alone. 

' Afterwards, she &t on deck and saw the Isle of Wight pass 
shadowy, in a misty rain. She didn’t know it was the Isle of 
Wight. To her, it was just the lowest bit of the British Isles. 
She saw it fading away : and with it, her life, going like a clot 
of shadow in a mist of nothingness. She had no feelings about 
it, none: neither about RiccJ, nor her London bouse, nor any- 
thing. All passing in 1 a grey curtain of rainy drizzle, like a 
death, and she, Witlfnot a feeling left. 

They entered the Channel, and felt the slow heave of the 
sea. And soon the fclouds V^roke in a little wind. The sky began 
to q ) c ar. By mid-afternoon it was blue summer, on the blue, 
running waters of the Gjaftnel. And soon, the ship steering for 
SantandS^ there was the loast df France, the rocks twinkling 
like some magic worlcj* 

The magic world t A*d back of it, that post-war Paris. 
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which Lou knew only too well, and which depressed her so 
thoroughly. Or that post-war Monte Carlo, the Riviera still 
more depressing even than Paris. No, no one must }and, even 
on magic coasts. Else you found yourself in a railway station 
and a ‘centre of civilisation’ in frve minutes. 

Mrs. Witt hated the sea, and Stayed, as a rule, practically ' 
the whole time of the crossing m her bunk. There she was 
now, silent, shut up like a steel trap, as in her tomb. She did 
not even read. Just lay and stared at the passing sky. And the 
only thing to do was to leave her alone. 

Lewis* and Phoenix *hung on the rail and watched every- 
thing. Or they went down to ,see St. Mawr. Or they stood 
talking in the doorway* of the wireless operator’s cabin. Lou 
begged the captain to give them jobs to do. 

The queer, transitory, unreal feeling, as the ship crossed the 
great, ttbavy Atlantic. It was rather bad weather. And Lou 
felt, as she had felt before, that this grey, wolf-like, cold- 
blooded ocean hated men and their ships and their smoky 
passage. Heavy grey waves, a low-sagging sky : rain : yellow, 
weird evenings with snatches of sun : so it went on. Till they 
got way south, into the westward-running stream. Then they 
began to get blue wearher and blue water. ^ 

To go south^ Always to go south, away from the^Arctic 
horror as far as possible ! That was Lou’s instinct. To go out 
of the clutch of greyness and low skies, of sweeping rain, and 
of slow, blanketing snow. Never again to see the mud and 
rain and snow of a northern winter, nor to feel the idealistic. 
Christianised tension of the now irreligious North. 

As they neared Havana, and the water sparkled at night 
with phosphorus, and the flying-fishes came like drops of 
bright water, sailing out of the massive-slippery waves, Mrs. 
Witt emerged once more. She still had that shut-up, deathly 
look on her face. But she prowlefl round the deck, and mani- 
fested at least a little interest in affairs “not her own. Here at 
sea she hardly remembered the existence'*of 15t. Mawr or Lewis 
or Phoenix. She was not very deeply aware even of Lou’s 
existence.—^but, of course, it w'oulc? all come back, once they 
were on land. 

They sailed hThot sunshine out tjf a blue, blue sea, past the 
castle into the harbour of HfevanaJ Thereiwas a lW*of ship- 
ping: and this was already America. ^ Mrs. Witt had herself 
and Lou put ashore immediacy, 'Jhey look a motor-car and 
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drove at once to the great boulevard that is the centre of 
Havana. Here they saw a long rank of motorcars, all drawn 
up ready>to take a couple of hundred American tourists for 
one more tour. There were the tourists, all with badges in 
their coats, lest they should get lost. 

“They get sc* drunk by njjht,” said the driver in Spanish, 
“that the policemen find them lying in the road — turn them 
over, see the badge — and, hup! — carry them to their hotel.” 
He grinned sardonically. 

Lou and her mother lunched at the Hotel d’Angleterre, and 
Mrs. Witt watched transfixed while a Couple of her country- 
men, a stout successful man and his wife, lunched abroad. 
They had cocktails — then lobster — and' a bottle of hock — then 
a bottle of champagne — then a half-bottle of port. — And Mrs. 
Witt rose in haste as the liqueurs came. For that successful 
man and his wife had gone on imbibing with a sort ' of fixed 
and deliberate will, apparently tasting nothing, but saying to 
themselves: Now we’re ' drinking Rhine wine! Now we’re 
drinking 1912 champagne. Yah, Prohibition! Thou canst not 
put it over me. — Their complexions became more and more 
lurid. Mj£. Witt fled, fearing a Havana debdcle. But she said 
nothing. 

In the afternoon, they motored into the country to see the 
great brewery gardens, the new villa suburb, and through the 
lanes past the old, decaying plantations with palm trees. In 
one lane they met the fifty motor-cars with the two hundred 
tourists all with* badges on their chests and self-satisfaction on 
their faces. Mrs. Witt watched in grim silence. 

“P/us ga change, plus c’est la meme chose/' said Lou, with 
a wicked little smile. “On n’est pas mieux ici, mother.” 

“1 know it,” said Mrs. Witt. 

The hotels by the sea were all shut up : it was not yet the 
‘season*. Not till November. And then! — Why, then Havana 
would be an American city, in full leaf of green dollar bills. 
The green leaf oi‘ American prosperity shedding itself reck- 
lessly, from every roaming sprig of a tourist, over this city of 
sunshine and alcohbl. Grfcen leaves unfolded in Pittsburg and 
Chicago, showering in winter downfall in Havana. 

Mother and daughter ( dUank tea in a comer of the H6tel 
d'Angle^rre once anore, 1 a/fid returned to the ferry. 

The Gulf of Mexico was l/.ue and rippling, with the 
phantom of islands on <he sk uth. Great porpoises rolled 
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and leaped, running in front of the ship in the dear water, 
diving, travelling in perfect motion, straight, with the tip of 
the ship touching the tip of their tails, then rolling oyer, cork- 
screwing, and showing their bellies as’they went. Marvellous! 
The marvellous beauty and fascination of natural wild things ! 
The horror of man's unnatural life, his heaped-up civilisation ! 

The flying fishes, burst out of me sea in clouds of silvery, 
transparent motion. Blue above and below, the Gulf seemed a 
silent, empty, timeless placp where man did not really reach. 
And Lou was again fascinated by the glamour of the universe. 

But biftnp! She andaher mother were in a first-class hotel 
again, calling duwn the telephone for the bell-boy and iced 
water. And soon they Avere in’ a Pullman, off towards San 
Antonio. 

It was America, it was Texas. They were at their ranch, on 
the great* level of yellow autumn, with the vast sky above. 
And after all, from the hot, wide sky, and the hot, wide, red 
earth, there did conic something new, something not used up. 
Lou did feel exhilarated. 

The Texans were there, tall, blonde people, ingenuously 
cheerful, ingenuously, childishly intimate, as if the fact that 
you had never seen them before was as nothing confpared to 
the fact that ydu’d all been living in one room together all 
your lives, so that nothing was hidden from either o^you. 
The one room being the mere shanty of the world in which 
we all live. Strange, uninspired cheerfulness, filling, as it were, 
the blank of complete incomprehension. 

And off they set in their motor-cars* shiefly high-legged 
Fords, rattling away down the red trails between yellow sun- 
flowers or sere grass or dry cotton, away, away into great 
distances, cheerfully raising the dust of haste. It left Lou 
in a sort of blank amazement. But it left her amused, not 
depressed. The^ald screws of emotion and intimacy that had 
been screwed down so tightly upon her fell out of their holes 
here. The Texan intimacy weighed no more on her than a 
postage stamp, even if, for the moment, it stuck as close. And 
there was a Certain underneath recklessness, even a stoicism 
in all the apparently childish people, which left one free. TJjey 
might appear chilaish : but they stoically depended on them- 
selves alone, in reality. Not in Eagfand, jvhere evc^y man 
\yaited to pour the burden of llimself upon you. 

St. Mawr arrived safely, a b:| bewilderejl. The Texans eyed 
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him closely, struck silent, as ever, by anything pure-bred and 
beautiful. He was somehow too beautiful, too perfected, in 
this greaj open country. The long-legged Te&an horses, with 
their elaborate saddles, seemed somehow more natural. 

Even St. Mawr felt himself strange, as it were naked and 
singled out, imfhis rough plfrce. Like a jewel among stones, a 
pearl before swine, maybe, out the swine were no fools. They 
knew a pearl from a grain of maize, and a grain of maize from 
a pearl. And they knew what they wanted. When it was 
pearls, it was pearls; though chiefly, it was maize. Which 
shows good sense. They could see St,. Mawr’s points. Only 
he needn’t draw the point too fine or it would just not pierce 
the tough skin of this country. 

The ranch-man mounted him — just threw a soft skin over 
his back, jumped on, and away down the red trail, raising the 
dust among the tall, wild, yellow of sunflowers, in- the hot, 
wild sun. Then back again in a fume, and the man slipped 
off. 

“He’s got the stuff in him, he sure has,” saifl the man. 

And the horse seemed pleased with this rough handling. 
Lewis looked on in wonder, and a little envy. 

Lou Sad her mother stayed a fortnight on the ranch. It 
was all so queer: so crude, so rough, so ea£y, so artificially 
civilised, and so meaningless. Lou could not get over the feel- 
ing that it all meant nothing. There were no roots of reality 
at all. No consciousness below the surface, no meaning in 
anything save the obvious, the blatantly obvious. It was like 
life enacted in a ^mirror. Visually, it was wildly vital. But 
there was nothing behind it. Or like a cinematograph: flat 
shapes, exactly like men, but without any substance of reality, 
rapidly rattling away with talk, emotions, activity, all in the 
flat, nothing behind it. No deeper consciousness at all. So it 
seemed to her. , 

One moved from dream to dream, from phantasm to 
phantasm. 

But at least, this Texan life, if it had no bowels, no vitals, 
at least it could not pray on one's own vitals: It was this 
much better than Europe. 

Lewis was silent, and gather piqued. St. Mawr had already 
made <*&vances tQjthe boss’s loi^g-legged, arched-necked glossy- 
maned Texan mare. And the buss was pleased. 

What a world! 



ST. MAWR 


121 


Mrs. Witt eyed it all shrewdly. But she failed to participate* 
Lou was a bit scared at the emptiness of it all, and the queer, 
phantasmal self-fconsciousness. Cowboys just as self-cpnscious 
as Rico, far more sentimental, inwardly vague asra unreal. 
Cowboys that went after their cows in black Ford motor- 
cars: and who self-consciously saw Lady Carrington falling 
to them, as elegant young ladies from the East fall to the 
noble cowboy of the films, or in Zane Grey. It was all film- 
psychology. 

And at the same time, these boys led a hard, hard life, often 
dangerouS and gruesorae. Nevertheless, inwardly they were 
self-conscious film heroes. The boss himself, a man over forty, 
long and lean and with j great deal of stringy energy, showed 
off before her in a strong silent manner, existing for the time 
being purely in his imagination of the sort of picture he made 
to her, the sort of impression he made on her. 

So they all were, coloured up like a Zane Grey book-jacket, 
all of them living in the mirror. The kind of picture they made 
to somebody el§<e. 

And at the same time, with energy, courage, and a stoical 
grit getting their work done, and putting through what they 
had to put through. 

It left Lou bfank with wonder. And in the face of this 
strange, cheerful living in the mirror — a rather cheap ifiirror 
at that — England began to seem real to her again. 

Then she had to remember herself back in England. And no, 
oh God, England was not real either, except poisonously. 

What was real ? What under heaven was* real ? 

Her mother had gone dumb and, as it were, out of range. 
Phoenix was a bit assured and bouncy,, back more or less in 
his own conditions. Lewis was a bit impressed by the empti- 
ness of everything, the lack of concentration. And St. Mawr 
followed at the^ heels of the boss's long-legged black Texan 
mare, almost slavishly. 

What, in heaven’s name, was one to nfeke of it all? 

Soon, she could not stand this sort of living in a film-setting, 
with the mechanical energy of ‘making good’, that is, making 
money, to keep the show going. The mystic duty* to ‘mike 
good’, meaning to^make the ranch play a laudable interest on 
the ‘owners* * investment. Louiierselitfeing (*ne of the b*vners. 
And the interest that came to Irr, from her father’s will, being 
the money she spent to buy StlMawr.and.to fit up that house 

8 
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in Westminster. Then also the mystic duty to 'feel good'. 
Everybody had to feel good , fine! "How are you this morning, 
Mr. Latham?" — “ Fine! Eh! Don’t you feel good out here, eh? 
Lady Carrington?” — "Fine/" — Lou pronounced it with the 
same ringing conviction. It was Coud all the time! 

“Shall we stay here long, < mother?” she asked. 

“Not a day longer than you want to, Louise. I stay entirely 
for your sake.” 

“Then let us go, mother.” 

They left St. Mawr and Lewis. But Phoenix wanted to come 
along. So they motored to San Antoni, got into the Pullman, 
and travelled as far as El Paso. Then they changed to go 
North. Santa F 6 would be at least ‘e.'.sy’. And Mrs. Witt had 
acquaintances there. 

They found the fiesta over in Santa Fe: Indians, Mexicans, 
artists had finished their great effort to amuse and attract the 
tourists. “Welcome, Mr. Tourist” said a great board on one 
side of the high-road. And on the other side, a little nearer to 
town : “Thank You, Mr. Tourist.” 

“P/us $a change " Lou began. 

“pi ne change jamais — except for the worse!” said Mrs. 
Witt, like a pistol going off. And Lou held her peace, after she 
had sighed to herself, and said in her own mind: ‘Welcome 
Also,'Mrs. and- Miss Tourist!’ 

There was no getting a word out of Mrs. Witt these days. 
Whereas Phoenix was becoming almost loquacious. 

They stayed a while in Santa F6, in the clean, comfortable, 
'homely* hotel, where ‘every room had its bath’ : a spotless 
white bath, with very hot water night and day. The tourists 
and commercial travellers sat in the big hall down below, 
everybody living in the mirror! And of course, they knew 
Lady Carrington down to her shoe-soles. And they all expected 
her to know them down to their shoe-soles. For the only 
object of the mirror is to reflect images. 

For two days mother and daughter ate in the mayonnaise 
intimacy of the dining-room. Then Mrs. Witt struck, and 
telephoned dowh every meal-time for her meal In her room. 
She got to staying in bed later and later, as on the ship. Lou 
became uneasy. This w worse than Europe. 

PhoecKX was still theres as a fort of half-friend, half-servant 
retainer. He was perfectly happy, roving round among the 
Mexicans and Indians, talking Spanish all day, and telling 
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about England and his two mistresses, rolling the ball of his 
own importance; 

“I'm afraid we've got Phoenix for life," said Lou. 

"Not unless we wish," said Mrs. Witt indifferently. And she 
picked up a novel which she didn’t want to read, but which 
she was going to read. 1 

"What shall we do next, mother?" Lou asked. 

"As far as I am concerned, there is no next," said Mrs. Witt. 

"Come, mother! Let’s go- back to Italy or somewhere, if it’s 
as bad that." 

"Neve? again, Louisefshall I cross that water. I have come 
home to die." 

"I don’t see much hotaie about it — the Gonsalez Hotel in 
Santa Fd." 

“Indeed not! But as good as anywhere else to die in." 

"Oh, riother, don’t be silly! Shall we look for somewhere 
where we can be by ourselves?" 

"I leave it to you, Louise. I have made my last decision." 

"What is that* mother?" 

"Never, never to make another decision!" 

"Not even to decide to die?" 

"No, not even t h at -” 

"Or not to die?" 

"Not that either." 

Mrs. Witt shut up like a trap. She refused to rise from her 
bed that day. 

Lou went to consult Phoenix. The result was, the two set 
out to look at a little ranch that was for s^fle. 

It was autumn, and the loveliest time in the south-west, 
where there is no spring, snow blowing into the hot lap of 
summer; and no real summer, hail falling in thick ice from 
the thunderstorms : and even no very definite winter, hot sun 
melting the sncw and giving an impression of spring at any 
time. But autumn there is, when the wiflds of the desert are 
almost still, and the mountains fume no ctoifds. But morning 
comes cold gnd delicate, upon the wild sunflowers and the 
puffing, yellow-flowered grease wood. 1 For the desert blooms 
in autumn. In sprang it is grey ash all the time, and only fhe 
strong breath of the summer sun, ai!d # the heavy splashing of 
thunder rain succeeds at last, 1/y Sept%mber, tn blowing^ into 
soft puffy yellow fire. 

It was such a delicate morilng vstflen Lou drove out with 
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Phoenix towards the mountains, to look at this ranch that a 
Mexican wanted to sell. For the brief moment the high moun- 
tains had lost their snow: it would be back* again in a fort- 
night: and stood dim and delicate with autumn haze. The 
desert stretched away pale, as pale as the sky, but silvery and 
sere, with hufcimock-mounds of shadow, and long wings of 
shadow, like the reflection of some great bird. The same eagle 
shadows came like rude paintings of the outstretched bird, 
upon the mountains, where the aspens were turning yellow. 
For the moment, the brief moment, the great desert-and- 
mountain landscape had lost its certUin cruelty, and looked 
tender, dreamy. And many, many birds were flickering around. 

Lou and Phoenix bumped and hesitated over a long trail: 
then wound down into a deep canyon : and then the car began 
to climb, climb, climb, in steep rushes, and in long, heart- 
breaking, uneven pulls. The road was bad, and driving was 
no joke. But it was the sort of road Phoenix was used to. He 
sat impassive and watchful, and kept on, till his engine boiled. 
He was himself in this country: impassive* detached, self- 
satisfied, and silently assertive. Guarding himself at every 
moment^ but, on his guard, sure of himself. Seeing no differ- 
ence at all between Lou or Mrs. Witt and himself, except 
that fhey had money and he had none, while he had a native 
importance which they lacked. He depended on them for 
money, they on him for the power to live out here in the 
West. Intimately, he was as good as they. Money was their 
: only advantage. 

As Lou sat besWe him in the front seat of the car, where 
it bumped less than behind, she felt this. She felt a peculiar, 
tough-necked arrogance in him, as if he were asserting him- 
self to put something over her. He wanted her to allow him to 
make advances to her, to allow him to suggest that he should 
be her lover. And then, filially, she would merry him, and he 
would be on the sarAe footing as she and her mother. 

In return, he ’ftotfld look after her, and give her his support 
and countenance as a man, and stand between her and the 
world. In this sense, heP would be faithful to her, and loyal. 
But as fai as other women went, Mexican^ women or Indian 
women : why, that was °hone of her business. His marrying 
her WUiild be a $>act D&ween/two aliens, on behalf of one 
another, and he would keep hp part of it all right. But him- 
self, as a private man anji a pjjdative alien-blooded male, this 
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had nothing to do with her. It didn't enter into her scope and 
count. She was one of these nervous white women with lots 
of money. She was very nice, too. But as a squaw-^s a real 
woman in a shawl whom a man weAt after for the pleasure 
of the night — why, she hardly counted. One of these white 
women who talk clever and know things like a man. She could 
hardly expect a half-savage male to acknowledge her as his 
female counterpart. — No! She had the bucks! And she had 
all the paraphernalia of the. white man’s civilisation, which a 
savage can play with and so escape his own -hollow boredom. 
But his Swn real female counterpart? — Phoenix would just 
have shrugged his shoulders, ar^d thought the question not 
worth answering. How tould there be any answer in her, to 
the phallic male in him? Couldn’t! Yet it would flatter his 
vanity and his self-esteem immensely, to possess her. That 
would be* possessing the very clue to the white man’s over- 
whelming world. And if she would let him possess her, he 
would be absolutely loyal to her, as far as affairs and appear- 
ances went. Onjy, the aboriginal phallic male in him simply 
couldn’t recognise her as a woman at all. In this respect, she 
didn’t exist. It needed the shawled Indian or Mexican women, 
with their squeaky, plaintive voices, their shuffling watery 
humility, and tfie dark glances of their big, knowing jeyes. 
When an Indian woman looked at him from under her black 
fringe, with dark, half-secretive suggestion in her big eyes: 
and when she stood before him hugged in her shawl, in such 
apparently complete quiescent humility : and when she spoke 
to him in her mousey squeak of a high, plaintive voice, as 
if it were difficult for her female bashfulness even to emit so 
much sound : and when she shuffled away with her legs wide 
apart, because of her wide-topped, white, high buckskin boots 
with tiny white feet, and her dark-knotted hair so full of hard, 
yet subtle lure : *and when he remembered the almost watery 
softness of the Indian woman’s dark, warm flesh, then he 
was a male, an old, secretive, rat-like malft. before Lou’s 
straightforwardness and utter sexual incompetence, he just 
stood in contempt. And to him, eveSi a French cocotte was 
utterly devoid of ^:he right sort of sex. She couldn’t really 
move him. She couldn't satisfy the? furtiveness in him. He 
needed this plaintive, squeaky, dari-fringei Indian quality, 
something furtive and soft ant rat-like, really to rouse him. 

Nevertheless, he was ready io trade his sex, which, in his 
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opinion, every white woman was secretly pining for, for the 
white woman's money and social privileges. In the day-time, 
all the thrill and excitement of the white man's motor-cars and 
moving p^tures and ic?e-cream sodas, and so forth. In the 
night, the soft, watery-soft warmth of an Indian or half- 
Indian womai* This was Phoenix’s idea of life for himself. 

Meanwhile, if a white woman gave him the privileges of 
the white man's world, he would do his duty by her as far 
as all that went. 

Lou, sitting very, very still beside him as he drove the car — 
he was not a very good driver, not cjuick and marvellous as 
some white men are, particularly some French chauffeurs she 
had known, but usually a little behindhand in his move- 
ments — she knew more or less all that he felt. More or less 
she divined as a woman does. Even from a certain rather 
assured stupidity of his shoulders, and a certain rather stupid 
assertiveness of his knees, she knew him. 

But she did not judge him too harshly. Somewhere deep, 
deep in herself she knew she too was at fault, And this made 
her sometimes inclined to humble herself, as a woman, before 
the furtive assertiveness of this underground, 'knowing’ savage. 
He was k> different from Rico. 

Yef, after all, was he? In his rootlessness/ his drifting, his 
real meaninglessness, was he different from Rico? And his 
childish, spellbound absorption in the motor-car, or in the 
moving pictures, or in an ice-cream soda — was it very different 
from Rico? Anyhow, was it really any better? Pleasanter, 
perhaps, to a woman, because of the childishness of it. 

The same with his opinion of himself as a sexual male! So 
childish, really, it was almost thrilling to a woman. But then, 
so stupid also, with that furtive lurking in holes and imagin- 
ing it could not be detected He imagined he kept him- 
self dark, in his sexual r^t-holes. He imagined he was not 
detected. j- 

No, no, Lou was #, not such a fool as she looked, in his eyes, 
anyhow. She knew what she wanted. She wanted relief from 
the nervous tension and irritation of her life, she wanted to 
escape from the friction which is the \vhole stimulus in 
modem social life. She Wanted to be still: only that, to be 
very, wery still, #id recover her own soul. 

When Phoenix presumed sha was looking for some secretly 
sexual male such as himself, Ahe was ridiculously mistaken. 
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Even the illusion of the beautiful St. Mawr was gone. And 
Phoenix, roaming round like a sexual rat in promiscuous back 
yards! — Merci , man chert Fo^ that was all he was sexual 
rat in the great barn-yard of man’s habitat, looking iror female 
rats ! 

Merci, mon chert You are had. 

Nevertheless, in -his very mistakenness, he was a relief to 
her. His mistake was amusing rather than impressive. And 
the fact that one half of his intelligence was a complete dark 
blank, that too was a relief. 

Strictly! and perhaps in the best sense, he was a servant. 
His very unconsciousness and his very limitation served as a 
shelter, as one shelters Vithin the limitations of four walls. 
The very decided limits to his intelligence were a shelter to 
her. They made her feel safe. 

But thht feeling of safety did not deceive her. It was the 
feeling one derived from having a true servant attached to 
one, a man whose psychic limitations left him incapable of 
anything but service, and whose strong flow of natural life, 
at the same time, made him need to serve. 

And Lou, sitting there so very still and frail, jet self- 
contained, had pot lived for nothing. She no longer wanted 
to fool herself. She had no desire at all to fool herselj into 
thinking that a Phoenix might be a husband and a mate. No 
desire that way at all. His obtuseness was a servant’s obtuse- 
ness. She was grateful to him for serving, and sh£ paid him 
a wage. Moreover, she provided him with something to do, to 
occupy his life. In a sense, she gave him h& life, and rescued 
him from his own boredom. It was a balance. 

He did not know what she was thinking. There was a certain 
physical sympathy between them. His obtuseness made him 
think it was also a sexual sympathy. 

“It’s a nice trp, you and me,” he* said suddenly, turning and 
looking her in the eyes with an excited look, and ending on a 
foolish little laugh. 

She realised that she should have sat in the back seat. 

“But it’s a*bad road,” she said. “HSdn’t you better stop and 
put the sides of tbf hood up? Your engine is boiling.” 

He looked away with a quick swftch of interest to the red 
thermometer in front of his machine* 

• “She’s boiling,” he said, stebping, and getting out with a 
quick alacrity to go to look at\the epgino. 
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Lou got out also, and went to the back seat, shutting the 
door decisively. 

“I thfok I’ll ride at the back,” she said, “it gets so frightfully 
hot in front when the .‘engine heats up. — Do you think she 
needs some water? Have you got some in the canteen?” 

"She’s full,*' he said, peering into the steaming valve. 

“You can run a bit out, if you think there’s any need. I 
wonder if it’s much farther!” 

“Qui£n sabe!” said he, slightly impertinent. 

She relapsed into her own stillness. She realised how careful, 
how very careful she must be of relaxing into sympathy, and 
reposing, as it were, on Phoepix. He would read it as a sexual 
appeal. Perhaps he couldn’t help it.' She had only herself to 
blame. He was obtuse, as a man and a savage. He had only 
one interpretation, sex, for any woman’s approach to him. 

And she knew, with the last clear knowledge of Weary dis- 
illusion, that she did not want to be mixed up in Phoenix’s 
sexual promiscuities. The very thought was an insult to her. 
The crude, clumsy servant-male: no, no, not. that. He was a 
good fellow, a very good fellow, as far as he went. But he 
fell far short of physical intimacy. 

"No, rto,” she said to herself, ‘‘I was wroqg to ride in the 
frontj.seat with him. I must sit alone, just alone. Because sex, 
mere sex, is repellent to me. 1 will never prostitute myself 
again. Unless something touches my very spirit, the very 
quick of me, I will stay alone, just alone. Alone, and give 
myself only to the unseen presences, serve only the other, 
unseen presences.* 

She understood now the meaning of the Vestal Virgins, the 
Virgins of the holy fire in the old temples. They were sym- 
bolic of herself, of woman weary of the embrace of incom- 
petent men, weary, weary, weary of all that, turning to the 
unseen gods, the unseen spirits, the hidden fife, and devoting 
herself to that, and<hat alone. Receiving thence her pacifica- 
tion and her fulfflnffent. 

Not these little, incompetent, childish self-opinionated men ! 
Not these to touch her. 1 She watched Phoenix’s father stupid 
sh«ulders*as he drove the car on between the pinon trees and 
the cedars of the narrow mesa ridge, to the mountain foot. 
He wes a good follow.* lut let him run among women of his 
own sort. Something was bejiond him. And this something 
must remain beyond hiip, neybr allow itself to come within 
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his reach. Otherwise he would paw it and mess it up, and be 
as miserable as a child that has broken its father's watch. 

No, no! She had loved an American, and lived witlrhim for 
a fortnight. She had had a long, intimate friendship ' with an 
Italian. Perhaps it was love on his part. And she llad yielded 
to him. Then her love and marriage to Rico. 

And what of it all ? Nothing. It was almost nothing. It was 
as if only the outside of herself, her top layers, were human. 
This inveigled her into intimacies. As soon as the intimacy 
penetrated, or attempted to penetrate, inside her, it was a 
disaster.* Just a humiliation and a breaking down. 

Within these outer layers of herself lay the successive inner 
sanctuaries of herself. And these* were inviolable. She accepted 
it. 

“I am not a marrying woman," she said to herself. “I'm not 
a lover *ior a mistress nor a wife. It is no good. Love can't 
really come into me from the outside, and I can never, never 
mate with any man, since the mystic new man will never 
come to me. No, no, let me know myself and my role. I am 
one of the eternal Virgins, serving the eternal fire. My deal- 
ings with men have only broken my stillness and messed up 
my doorways. It has been my own fault. I ought to stay 
virgin, and stiH, very, very still, and serve the most perfect 
service. I want my temple and my loneliness and my Apollo 
mystery of the inner fire. And with men, only the delicate, 
subtler, more remote relations. No coming near. A coming 
near only breaks the delicate veils, and broken veils, like 
broken flowers, only lead to rottenness.” , 

She felt a great peace inside herself as she made this realisa- 
tion. And a thankfulness. Because, after all, it seemed to her 
that the hidden fire was alive and burning in this sky, over the 
desert, in the mountains. She felt a certain latent holiness in 
the very atmosphere, a young, spring-fire of latent holiness, 
such as she had never felt in Europe or in the East. "For me,” 
she said, as she looked away at the moui^tains in shadow and 
the pale, warm desert beneath, with wings of shadow upon 
it: "For m#, this place is sacred. I> is blessed.” 

But as she watched Phoenix: as she remembered the motor- 
cars and tourists,*and the rat\er dn>ary Mexicans o£ Santa*F6, 
and the lurking, invidious Indians, witfo something of a rat-like 
secretiveness and defeatedness in tneir bearing, she Realised 
that the latent fire of the v^st landscape struggled under a 
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great weight of dirt-like inertia. She had to mind the dirt, 
most carefully and vividly avoid it and keep it away from 
her, here in this place that at last seemed sacred to her. 

The mMor-car climbed up, past the tall pine trees, to the 
foot of the' mountains, and came at last to a wire gate, where 
nothing was to be expected. Phoenix opened the gate, and 
they drove on,* through more trees, into a clearing where 
dried-up bean plants were yellow. 

"This man got no water for his beans,” said Phoenix. "Not 
got touch beans this year.” 

They climbed slowly up the incline, through more pine 
trees, and out into another clearing, where a couple of horses 
were grazing. And there they saw the ranch itself, little low 
cabins with patched roofs, under a few pine trees, and facing 
the long twelve-acre clearing, or field, where the Michaelmas 
daisies were purple mist, and spangled with clumps qf yellow 
flowers. 

“Not got no alfalfa here neither!” said Phoenix, as the car 
waded past the flowers. “Must be a dry place up here. Got no 
water, sure they haven’t.” " 

Yet it was the place Lou wanted. In an instant, her heart 
sprang to«. : t. The instant the car stopped, and she saw the two 
cabins inside the rickety fence, the rather broken corral be- 
yond, land behind all, tall, blue balsam pines, the round hills, 
the solid up-rise of the mountain flank : and getting down, she 
looked across the purple and gold of the clearing, downwards 
at the ring.?f pine trees standing so still, so crude and untame- 
able, the motionless desert beyond the bristles of the pine 
crests, a thousand feet below: and beyond the desert, blue 
mountains, and far, far-off blue mountains in Arizona : "This 
is the place,” she said to herself. 

This little tumbledown ranch, only a homestead of a 
hundred and sixty acres, \yas, as it were, man’s last effort 
towards the wild heart of the Rockies, at this point. Sixty 
years before, a rqstlfss schoolmaster had wandered out from 
the East, looking for gold among the mountains. He found a 
very little, then namore< But the mountains had«got hold of 
him, he could not go back. 

Ttiere wSs a little trickling spring of pure (vater, a thread of 
treasure perhaps better 4 than gold. So the schoolmaster took 
up a homestead ofi the lot where this little spring arose. He 
struggled, and got himself his lqjjj cabin erected, his fence put 
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up, sloping at the mountain-side through the pine trees and 
dropping into the hollows where the ghost-white mariposa 
lilies stood leafless and naked in flower, in spring, jon tall, 
invisible stems. He made the long clearing for alfalfa. 

And fell so into debt that he had to trade hisTiomestead 
away, to clear his debt. Then he made a tin/ living teach- 
ing the children of the few American prospectors who had 
squatted in the valleys, beside the Mexicans. 

The trader who got the ( ranch tackled it with a will. He 
built another log cabin and a big corral, and brought water 
from the? canyon two^iles and more across the mountain 
slope, in a little runnel ditch, and more water, piped a mile 
or more down the little canyon immediately above the cabins. 
He got a flow of water for his houses: for being a true 
American, he felt he could not really say he had conquered 
his environment till he had got running water, taps, and wash- 
hand basins inside his house. 

Taps, running water and wash-hand basins he accomplished. 
And, undaunted through the years, he prepared the basin for 
a fountain in the little fenced-in enclosure, and he built a little 
bath-house. After a number of years, he sent up the enamelled 
bath-tub to be put in th^ little log bath-house on the4ittle wild 
ranch hung rigrit against the savage Rockies, above the desert. 

But here the mountains finished him. He was a trader^lown 
below, in the Mexican village. This little ranch was, as it 
were, his hobby, his ideal. He and his New England wife 
spent their summers there: and turned on th cM g p s in the 
cabins and turned them off again, and felt really that civilisa- 
tion had conquered. 

All this plumbing from the savage ravines of the canyons — 
one of them nameless to this day— cost, however, money. In 
fact, the ranch cost a great deal of money. But it was all to be 
got back. The big clearing was tc»be irrigated for alfalfa, the 
little clearing for beans, and the third^clearing, under the 
corral, for potatoes. All these things thi Wader could trade 
to the Mexicans, very advantageously. 

And, moftover, since somebody hlid started a praise of the 
famous goats’ cheese made by Mexican peasant in I^ew 
Mexico, goats there should be. 

Goats there were: five hundred yfitheny eventually. And 
they fed chiefly in the wild mountain hollows, the no-man’s- 
land. The Mexicans call themifire-mouths, because everything 
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they nibble dies. Not because of their flaming mouths, really, 
but because they nibble a live plant down, down to the quick, 
till it ca^p put forth no more. 

So, theyenergetic trader, in the course of five or six years, 
had got the ranch ready. The long three-roomed cabin was for 
him and his'jNew England wife. In the two-roomed cabin 
lived the Mexican family who really had charge of the ranch. 
For the trader was mostly fixed to his store, seventeen miles 
away, down in the Mexican village. 

The ranch lay over eight thousand feet up, the snows of 
winter came deep and the white goat$ looking dirty yellow, 
swam in snow with their poor curved horns poking out like 
dead sticks. But the corral hdd a lonj,-, cosy, shut-in goat-shed 
all down one side, and into this crowded the five hundred, 
their acrid goat smell rising like hot acid over the snow. And 
the thin, pock-marked Mexican threw them alfalfa out of the 
log barn. Until the hot sun sank the snow again, and froze 
the surface, when patter^patter went the two thousand little 
goat-hoofs, over the silver-frozen snow, up at the mountain. 
Nibble, nibble, nibble, the fire-mouths, at every tender twig. 
And the goat-bell climbed, and the baa-ing came from among 
the dens»> and shaggy pine trees. And sometimes, in a soft 
drift under the trees, a goat, or several goats* ’vent through, 
into tee white depths, and some were lost thus, to reappear 
dead and frozen at the thaw. 

By evening, they were driven down again, like a dirty 
yellowish-*vMte . stream carrying dark sticks on its yeasty 
surface, tripping and bleating over the frozen snow, past the 
bustling dark green pine trees, down to the trampled mess 
of the corral. And everywhere, everywhere over the snow, 
yellow stains and dark pills of goat-droppings melting into 
the surface crystal. On still, glittering nights, when the frost 
was hard, the smell of goate came up like sorrje uncanny acid 
fire, and great stars fitting on the mountain’s edge seemed to 
be watching like iht eyes of a mountain lion, brought by the 
scent. Then the coyotes in the near canyon howled and 
sobbed, and ran like shadows over the snow. But the goat 
corral had t been built tight. . 

In the course of years tie goat-herd had 'grown from fifty 
to five hundred, and surety that was increase. The goat-milk 
cheesef sat drying* on then- little racks. In spring, there was 
a great flowing and skipping qf kids. In summer and early 
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autumn, there was a pest of flies, rising from all that goat 
smell and that cast-out whey of goats* milk, after the cheese- 
making. The rats came, and the pack-rats, swarming/ 

And after all, it was difficult to sell or trade the ckfeeses, and 
little profit to be made. And in dry summers, iu> water came 
down in the narrow ditch-channel, that straddfed in wooden 
runnels over the deep clefts in the mountain-side. No water 
meant no alfalfa. In winter the goats scarcely drank at all. In 
summer they could be watered at the little spring. But the 
thirsty lagd was not so easy to accommodate. 

Five hundred fine vfllite Angora goats, with their massive 
handsome padres! They were# beautiful enough. And the 
trader made all he coula of them. Come summer, they were 
run down into the narrow tank filled with the fiery dipping 
fluid. Then their lovely white wool was clipped. It was 
beautiful! and valuable, but comparatively little of it. 

And it all cost, cost, cost. And a man was always let down. 
At one time no water. At another a poison weed. Then a sick- 
ness. Always s»me mysterious malevolence fighting, fighting 
against the will of man. A strange invisible influence coming 
out of the livid rock fastnesses in the bowels of jhose un- 
created Rocky .^fountains, preying upon the will of man, and 
slowly wearing down his resistance, his onward-pushing spirit. 
The curious, subtle thing, like a mountain fever, got into the 
blood, so that the men at the ranch, and the animals with 

them, had bursts of queer, violent, half-frenzied , piergy, in 
which, however, they were wont to lose their wanness. And 

then, damage of some sort. The horses ripped and cut them- 
selves, or they were struck by lightning, the men had great 
hurts or sickness. A curious disintegration working all the 
time, a sort of malevolent breath, like a stupefying, irritant 
gas coming out of the unfathomed mountains. 

The pack-rats#with their bushy t^ils and big ears came down 
out of the hills, and were jumping aifd. bouncing about: 
symbols of the curious debasing malevolefidfc that was in the 
spirit of the place. The Mexicans in gharge, good honest men, 
worked all*they could. But they were like most of the 
Mexicans in the s#uth-west, as if tfcy had been pithed, to nse 
one of Kipling’s words. As if the invidious malevolence of 
the country itself had slowly takentatl theapith of manhood 
from them, leaving a hopeless sort of corpus of a man. 

And the same happened to |he vtfiite men, exposed to the 
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open country. Slowly, they were pithed. The energy went out 
of them. And more than that, the interest. An inertia of in- 
different invading the soul, leaving the body healthy and 
active, bift wasting the soul, the living interest, quite away. 

It was the^Iew England wife of the trader who put most 
energy into tlib*ranch. She looked on it as her home. She had 
a little white fence put all round the two- cabins : the bright 
brass water-taps she kept shining in the two kitchens: out- 
side the kitchen door she had a little kitchen garden and 
nasturtiums, after a great fight with invading animals, that 
nibbled everything away. And she gcrt. so far as the prepara- 
tion of the round concrete basin which was to be a little pool, 
under the few enclosed pine trees between the two cabins, a 
pool with a tiny fountain jet. 

But this, with the bath-tub, was her limit, as the five hundred 
goats were her man’s limit. Out of the mountains cfame two 
breaths of influence: the breath of the curious, frenzied 
energy, that took away one’s intelligence as alcohol or any 
other stimulus does : and then the most strange indiviousness 
that ate away the soul. The woman loved her ranch, almost 
with pas$jon. It was she who felt the stimulus more than the 
men. It seemed to enter her like a sort of sex passion, intensi- 
fyingijher ego, making her full of violence and of blind female 
energy. The energy and the blindness of it! A strange blind 
frenzy, like an intoxication while it lasted. And the sense of 
beauty tljat thrilled her New England woman’s soul, 
r Her cabin 1 faced the slow down-slope of the clearing, the 
alfalfa field: her long, low cabin, crouching under the great 
pine tree that threw up its trunk sheer in front of the house, 
in the yard. That pine tree was the guardian of the place. But 
a bristling, almost demonish guardian, from the far-off crude 
ages of the world. Its great pillar of pale, flakey-ribbcd 
copper rose there in strange, callous indifference, and the grim 
permanence, which-is in pine trees. A passionless, non-phallic 
column, rising in'tHe shadows of the pre-sexual world, before 
the hot-blooded itbyphal^jc column ever erected itself. A cold, 
blossomless, resinous sap surging and oozing gum, from that 
paKid brownish bark. Ane. the wind hissirg in the needles, 
like a vast nest of serpen&f And the pine cones falling plumb 
as therhail hit then. Tlieti lying all over the yard, open in the 
sun like wooden roses, but hard, sexless, rigid with a blind 
will. 
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Past the column of that pine tree, the alfalfa field sloped 
gently down, to the circling guard of pine trees, from which 
silent, living barrier isolated pines rose to ragged heights at 
intervals, in blind assertiveness. Strange, those pinp trees! In 
some lights all their needles glistened like polkhed steel, all 
subtly glittering with a whitish glitter among 'darkness, like 
real needles. Then again, at evening, the trunks would flare up 
orange red, and the tufts would be dark, alert tufts like a wolfs 
tail touching the air. Again, in the morning sunlight they 
would b% soft and still, hardly noticeable. But all the same, 
present and watchful, ^ever sympathetic, always watchfully 
on their guard, and resistant, they hedged one in with the 
aroma and the power and the slight horror of the pre-sexual 
primeval world. The world where each creature was crudely 
limited ^o its own ego, crude and bristling and cold, and then 
crowding in packs like pine trees and wolves. 

But beyond the pine trees, ah, there beyond, there was 
beauty for the spirit to soar in. The circle of pines, with the 
loose trees rising high and ragged at intervals, this was the 
barrier, the fence to the foreground. Beyond was only distance, 
the desert a thousand feet below, and beyond. ^ 

The desert %wept it* great fawn-coloured circle around, 
away beyond and below like a beach, with a long mountain- 
side of pure blue shadow closing in the near corner, and 
strange, bluish hummocks of mountains rising like wet rock 
from a vast strand, away in the middle distance, arj£ beyond, 
in the farthest distance, pale blue crests of moffntains look- 
ing over the horizon from the west, as if peering in from 
another world altogether. 

Ah, that was beauty! — perhaps the most beautiful thing in 
the world. It was pure beauty, absolute beauty ! There! That 
was it. To the little woman from New England, with her tense, 
fierce soul and her egoistic passion* of service, this beauty was 
absolute, a ne plus ultra. From her doorvf^, from Her porch, 
she could watch the vast, eagle-like wheefin^ of the daylight, 
that turned ^is the eagles which lived-in the near rocks turned 
overhead in the blue, turning their luminous, dark-edged- 
patterned bellies land underwingJ upon the pur<? air, >ike 
winged orbs. So the daylight mafle die vast turn upon the 
desert, brushing the farthest out-witching# mountains* And 
sometimes the vast strand of the desert would float with 
curious undulations and exhakjjtions«amid the blue fragility of 
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mountains, whose upper edges were harder than the floating 
bases. And sometimes she would see the little brown adobe 
houses of the village Mexicans; twenty miles away, like little 
cube crystals of insect-houses dotting upon the desert, very 
distinct, with a cotton-wood tree or two rising near. And 
sometimes she would see the far-off rocks thirty miles away, 
where the canyon made a gateway between the mountains. 
Quite clear, like an open gateway out of the vast yard, she 
would see the cut-out bit of the canyon passage. And on the 
desert itself, curious, puckered folds of mesa-sides. And a 
blackish crack which in places reveled the otherwise in- 
visible canyon of the Rio Grande. And beyond everything, the 
mountains like icebergs showing up from an outer sea. Then 
later, the sun would go down blazing above the shallow 
cauldron of simmering darkness, and the round mountains of 
Colorado would lump up into uncanny significance, north- 
wards. That was always rather frightening. But morning 
came again, with the surt peeping over the mountain slopes 
and lighting the desert away in the distance leng, long before 
it lighted on her yard. And then she would see another valley, 
like magif and very lovely, with green folds and long tufts of 
cotton-wood trees, and a few long-cubical adoJ>e houses, lying 
floating in shallow light below, like a vision. 

Ah! it was beauty, beauty absolute, at any hour of the 
day : whether the perfect clanty of morning or the mountains 
beyond t^jg simmering desert at noon, or the purple lumping 
of northern mounds under a red sun at night. Or whether the 
diSst whirled in tall columns, travelling across the desert far 
away, like pillars of cloud by day, tall, leaning pillars of dust 
hastening with ghostly haste: or whether, in the early part 
of the year, suddenly in the morning a whole sea of solid 
white would rise rolling below, a solid mist from melted 
snow, ghost-white under the mountain sun, tfie world below 
blotted out: or whether the black rain and cloud streaked 
down, far across*tfte desert, and lightning stung down with 
sharp white stings on thj horizon : or the cloud travelled and 
burst overhead, wifti rivers of fluid blue fire running out of 
heaven and exploding on darth, and hail cdning down like a 
world of ice shattered above : or the hot sun rode in again : or 
snow^fell in heavy silAife: or the world was blinding white 
under a blue sky, and one must hurry under the pine trees for 
shelter against that vast, wfyite, back-beating light which 
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rushed up at one and made one almost unconscious, amid 
the snow. 

It was always beauty, always! It was always g/eat, and 
splendid, and, for some reason, natural. It was nevpr grandiose 
or theatrical. Always, for some reason, perfect. And quite 
simple, in spite of it all. 

So it was, when you watched the vast and living landscape. 
The landscape lived, and lived as the world of the gods, un- 
sullied and unconcerned. The great circling landscape lived its 
own lififj, sumptuous and uncaring. Man did not exist for it. 

And if it had been% question simply of living through the 
eyes, into the distance, then tfiis would have been Paradise, 
and the little New England woman on her ranch would have 
found what she was always looking for, the earthly paradise 
of the spirit. 

But even a woman cannot live only into the distance, the 
beyond. Willy-nilly she finds herself juxtaposed to the near 
things, the thing in itself. And willy-nilly she is caught up 
into the fight »with the immediate object. 

The New England woman had fought to make the near- 
ness as perfect as the distance : for the distance was absolute 
beauty. She l^d been confident of success. She hati felt quite 
assured, when the water came running out of her bright brass 
taps, the wild water of the hills caught, tricked into the narrow 
iron pipes, and led tamely to her kitchen, to jump out over her 
sink, into her wash-basin, at her service. “There !”jjie said. “I 
have tamed the waters of the mountain to myService.’’ 

So she had, for the moment. 

At the same time, the invisible attack was being made upon 
her. While she revelled in the beauty* of the luminous world 
that wheeled around and below her, the grey, rat-like spirit of 
the inner mountains was attacking her from behind. She could 
not keep hertattention. And, cflriously, she could not keep 
even her speech. When she was saying^omething, suddenly 
the next word would be gone out of het,^is if a pack-rat had 
carried it off. And she sat blank^ stuttering, staring in the 
empty cupboard of her mind, lik| Mother Hubbard, and seeing 
the cupboard bafe. And this irritated her husband«intenseiy. 

Her chickens, of which she Ivas so proud, were carried 
away. Or they strayed. Or they fel sick# At first s^e could 
•cope with their circumstances. But after a while, she couldn’t. 
She couldn’t care. A drug-lijfe nujnbness possessed her spirit. 
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and at the very middle of her, she couldn't care what happened 
to her chickens. 

The same when a couple of horses were struck by lightning. 
It frightened her. The rivers of fluid fire that suddenly fell out 
of the sky and exploded on the earth near-by, as if the whole 
earth had burst like a bomb, frightened her from the very 
core of her, and made her know, secretly and with cynical 
certainty, that there was no merciful God in the heavens . A 
very tall, elegant pine tree just above her cabin took the light- 
ning, and stood tall and elegant as before, but with a white 
seam spiralling from its crest, all down l».s tall trunk, to earth. 
The perfect scar, white and long as lightning itself. And every 
time she looked at it, she said to herself, in spite of herself : 
“There is no Almighty loving God. The God there is shaggy 
as the pine trees, and horrible as the lightning/’ Outwardly, 
she never confessed this. Openly, she thought of her dear New 
England Church as usual. But in the violent undercurrent of 
her woman’s soul, after the storms, she would look at that 
living, seamed tree, and the voice would say tn her, almost 
savagely : ‘What nonsense about Jesus and a God of Love, in 
a place lil^e this! This is more awful and more splendid. I 
like it better/ The very chipmunks, in theii* jerky helter- 
skelter* the blue jays wrangling in the pine tree in the dawn, 
the grey squirrel undulating to the tree-trunk, then pausing to 
chatter at her and scold her, with a shrewd fearlessness, as if 
she were tjje alien, the outsider, the creature that should not • 
be permitted" ‘among the trees, all destroyed the illusion she 
cherished, of love, Universal love. There was no love on this 
ranch. There was life, intense, bristling life, full of energy, 
but also, with an undertone of savage sordidness. 

The black ants in her cupboard, the pack-rats bouncing on 
her ceiling like hippopotami in the night, the two sick goats : 
there was a peculiar undercurrent of squalor, blowing under 
the curious tussle o£*wild life. That was it. The wild life, even 
the life of the trefis % and flowers seemed one bristling, hair- 
raising tussle. The very flowers came up bristly, and many of 
them were fang-mouthed, like the dead-nettle : ana none had 
any real scent. But they wdre very fascinating, too, in their 
very fierceness. In May, the furious columbines of the stream- 
beds, columbines searlet t ofctside and yellow in, like the red 
and yellow of a herald’s uniform — farther from the dove 
nothing could be: then the beautiful rosy-blue of the great 
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tufts of the flower they called bluebell, but which was really a 
flower of the snap-dragon family: these grew in powerful 
beauty in the little clearing of the pine trees, followed by the 
flower the settlers had mysteriously ‘called herb honeysuckle : 
a tangle of long drops of pure fire-red, hanging from slim in- 
visible stalks of smoke colour. The purest; most perfect 
vermilion scarlet,- cleanest fire-colour, hanging in long drops 
like a shower of fire-rain that is just going to strike the earth. 
A little later, more in the open, there came another sheer fire- 
red flower, sparking, fierce red stars running up a bristly grey 
ladder, as if the 031111’ s fire-centre had blown out some red 
sparks, white-speckled and deadly inside, puffing for a moment 
in the day air. 

So it was! The alfalfa field was one raging, seething con- 
flict of plants trying to get hold. One dry year, and the bristly 
wild tmngs had got hold : the spiky, blue-leaved thistle-poppy 
with its moon-white flowers, the low clumps of blue nettle- 
flower, the later rush, after the sereneness of June and July, 
the rush of red sparks and Michaelmas daisies, and the tough, 
wild sunflowers, strangling and choking the dark, tender 
green of the clover-like alfalfa! A battle, a battle, with 
banners of bright scarlet and yellow. * 

When a really defenceless flower did issue, like thej. moth- 
still, ghost-centred mariposa lily, with its inner moth-aust of 
yellow, it came invisible. There was nothing to be seen but a 
hair of greyish grass near the oak scrub. Behold, this invisible 
long stalk was balancing a white, ghostly,**tfiree-petalled 
flower, naked out of nothingness. A mariposa lily ! 

Only the pink wild roses smelled sweet, like the old world. 
They were sweet-briar roses. And the dark blue harebells 
among the oak scrub, like the ice-dark bubbles of the moun- 
tain flowers in the Alps, the Alpenglocken. 

The roses cf the desert are the cactus flowers, crystal of 
translucent yellow or of rose-colour. Bjj # t set among spines 
the devil himself must have conceived ifi*a moment of sheer 
ecstasy. 

Nay, it ^as a world before andfaiter the God of Love. Even 
the very humming-birds hanging! about the flowering squaw- 
berry bushes, when the snow h|d gone, in May, they were 
before and after the God of Love# *And fhe blue jajjs were 
crested dark with challenge, and the yellow-and-dark wood- 
pecker was fearless like a warrior t in war-paint, as he struck 
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the wood. While on the fence the hawks sat motionless, 
like dar^ fists clenched under heaven, ignoring man and his 
ways. 

Summer, *it was true, unfolded the tender cotton-wood 
leaves, and the tender aspen. 'But what a tangle and a ghostly 
aloofness in the aspen thickets high up on the mountains, the 
coldness that is in the eyes and the long cornelian talons of 
the bear. 

Summer brought the little wild strawberries, with their 
savage aroma, and the late summer brought the rose-jewel 
raspberries in the valley cleft. But hcf.v lonely, how harsh- 
lonely and menacing it was, to*be alone in that shadowy, steep 
cleft of a canyon just above the cabins, picking raspberries, 
while the thunder gathered thick and blue-purple at the moun- 
tain-tops. The many wild raspberries hanging rose-red. in the 
thickets. But the stream bed below all silent, waterless. And 
the trees all bristling in silence, and waiting like warriors at 
an outpost. And the berries waiting for the sharp-eyed, cold, 
long-snouted bear to come rambling and shaking his heavy, 
sharp fur. The berries grew for the bears, and the little New 
England woman, with her uncanny sensitiveness to under- 
lying influences, felt all the time she was stealing. Stealing 
the w\M raspberries in the secret little canyon behind her 
home. And when she had made them into jam, she could 
almost taste the theft in her preserves. 

She confessed nothing of this. She tried even to confess* 
nothing of n&* dread. But she was afraid. Especially she was 
conscious of the prowling, intense aerial electricity all the 
summer, after June. The air was thick with wandering 
currents of fierce electric fluid, waiting to discharge them- 
selves. And almost every day there was the rage and battle 
of thunder. But the air was never cleared. There was no relief. 
However, the thunder raged,* and spent itself, ycX afterwards, 
among the sunshine^jwas the strange lurking and wandering of 
the electric currents/ moving invisible, with strange menace, 
between the atoms o| the ^tir. She knew. Oh, she knew ! 

And her love for her ranch turned sometimes into a certain 
repulsion. The underlying rat-dirt, the everlasting bristling 
tussle of the wild life, with f^e tangle and the bones strewing. 
Bones qf horses struck b)^ lightning, bones of dead cattle, skulls 
of goats with little horns : bleached, unburied bones. Then the 
cruel electricity of the mountain^. And then, most mysterious 
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but worst of all, the animosity of the spirit of place: the 
crude, half-created spirit of place, like some serpent-bird for 
ever •attacking man, in a hatred of man's onward ^struggle 
towards further creation. 

The seething cauldron of lower life, seething im the very 
tissue of the higher life, seething the soul away, seething at 
the marrow. The. vast and unrelenting will of the swarming 
lower life, working forever against man's attempt at a higher 
life, a further created being. 

At last, after many years, the little woman admitted to her- 
self that* she was gli to go down from the ranch, when 
November came with snows. Sjje was glad to come to a more 
human home, her housl! in the village. And as winter passed 
by and spring came again, she knew she did not want to go up 
to the ranch again. It had broken something in her. It had 
hurt h&* terribly. It had maimed her for ever in her hope, 
her belief in paradise on earth. Now she hid from herself her 
own corpse, the corpse of her New England belief in a world 
ultimately all ipr love. The belief, and herself with it, was a 
corpse. The gods of those inner mountains were grim and 
invidious and relentless, huger than man, and lower than man. 
Yet man could never master them. 

The little w&man in her flower-garden away below, ^y the 
stream-irrigated village, hid away from the thought of it all. 
She would not go to the ranch any more. 

The Mexicans stayed in charge, looking after the goats. But 
the place didn't pay. It didn’t pay, not quite, kriiaa paid. It 
might pay. But the effort, the effort! And as the marrow is 
eaten out of a man’s bones and the soul out of his belly, con- 
tending with the strange rapacity of savage life, the lower 
stage of creation, he cannot make the effort any more. 

Then also, the war came, making many men give up their 
enterprises at civilisation. 

Every new stroke of civilisation has co§j, the lives ot count- 
less brave men, who have fallen defeated fcy the 'dragon*, in 
their efforts to win the apples of the Hesperides, or the fleece 
of gold. Fallen in their efforts |p f overcome the old, half- 
sordid savagery ($f the lower stamps of creation, and win to 
the next stage. 

For all savagery is half sordid/ ^:|d myi is only Ijimself 
when he is fighting on and on, to overcome the sordidness. 

And every civilisation, when it loses its inward vision and its 
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cleaner energy, falls into a new sort of sordidness, more vast 
and more stupendous than the old savage sort. An Augean 
stables of metallic filth. 

And all t{ie time, man lias to rouse himself afresh to cleanse 
the new accumulations of refuse. To win from the crude, wild 
nature the victory and the power to make another start, and to 
cleanse behind him the century-deep desposits of layer upon 
layer of refuse : even of tin cans. 

The ranch dwindled. The flock of goats declined. The water 
ceased to flow. And at length the trader gave it up. 

He rented the place to a Mexican, wky> lived on the handful 
of beans he raised, and who jyas being slowly driven out by 
the vermin. 

And now arrived Lou, new blood to the attack. She went 
back to Santa Fe, saw the trader and a lawyer, and bought the 
ranch for twelve hundred dollars. She was so pleasfed with 
herself. 

She sent upstairs to tell her mother. 

‘‘Mother, I’ve bought a ranch .” 

“It is just as well, for I can’t stand the noise of automobiles 
outside here another week.” 

“It is quiet on my ranch, mother: the stillness simply 
speakft.” 

“I had rather it held its tongue. I am simply drugged with 
all the bad novels I have read. I feel as if the sky was a big 
cracked Ijgll and a million clappers were hammering humap 
speech ouTdi it” 

Aren’t you interested in my ranch, mother?” 

“I hope I may be, by and by.” 

Mrs. Witt actually got up the next morning and accom- 
panied her daughter in the hired motor-car, driven by Phoenix, 
to the ranch: which was called Las Chivas. She sat like a 
pillar of salt, her face looking what the Indians call a False 
Face, meaning a qjask. She seemed to have crystallised into 
neutrality. She Watched the desert with its tufts of yellow 
greasewood go lurching p^t : she saw the fallen apples on the 
ground in the orchards ne^r the adobe cottages:' she looked 
down into* the deep arroyot and at the stream they forded in 
the car, and at the mount^ns blocking up the sky ahead, all 
with ^difference. c High an the mountains was snow: lower, 
blue-grey livid rock: and below the livid rock the aspens were 
expiring their daffodil yeljpw, this yfear, and the oak scrub was 
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dark and reddish, like gore. She saw it all with a sort of stony 
indifference. 

“Don't you think it's lovely?" said Lou. 

“I can see it is lovely," replied her mother. 

The Michaelmas daisies in the .clearing as they <drove up to 
the ranch were sharp-rayed with purple, like a doming night. 

Mrs. Witt eyed the two log cabins, one of which was 
dilapidated and practically abandoned. She looked at the 
rather ricketty corral, whose long planks had silvered and 
warped in the fierce sun. ’On one of the roof-planks a pack- 
rat was fitting erect Ijjte an old Indian keeping watch on a 
pueblo roof. He showed his white belly, and folded his hands 
and lifted his big ears, for all tffe world like an old immobile 
Indian. 

“Isn't it for all the world as if he were the real boss of the 
place, foouise?" she said cynically. 

And turning to the Mexican, who was a rag of a man but a 
pleasant, courteous fellow, she asked him why he didn't shoot 
the rat. 

“Not worth & shell!" said the Mexican, with a faint, hope- 
less smile. 

Mrs. Witt paced round a?id saw everything : it dii not take 
long. She gazed in silence at the water of the spring, trickling 
out of an iron pipe into a barrel, under the cotton-woofl tree 
in an arroyo. 

“Well, Louise," she said. “I am glad you feel competent to 
cope with so much hopelessness and so many r^f 0 

“Rut, mother, you must admit it is beautiful." 

“Yes, I suppose it is. But to use one of your Henry's phrases, 
beauty is a cold egg, as far as I am concerned." 

“Rico never would have said that beauty was a cold egg to 
him." 

"No, he wouldn’t. He sits on it Jike a broody old hen on a 
china imitation.*— Are you going to bring him here?" 

"Bring him! — No. But he can come if hjbdikes," stammered 
Lou. . 

"Oh — h! won't it be beau — ti — full*’ cried Mrs. Witt, rolling 
her head and lifting her shoulders fin savage iitiitatjon of her 
son-in-law. I 

“Perhaps he won’t come, motherf' s|id Lou, hurt. 

“He will most certainly come, Loifise, to See what's dbing : 
unless you tell him you don’t want him." 
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“Anyhow, I needn't think about it till spring/’ said Lou, 
anxiously pushing the matter aside. 

Mrs. 'Witt climbed the steep slope above the cabins to the 
mouth of the little canyon. There she sat on a fallen tree and 
surveyed the world beyond: a world not of men. She could 
not fail to beVoused. 

“What is your idea in coming here, daughter?” she asked. 

”1 love it here, mother.” 

“But what do you expect to achieve by it?” 

“I was rather hoping, mother, to escape achievement. I’ll 
tell you — and you mustn’t get cross ifjt sounds silly. As far 
as people go, my heart is quite broken. And far as people go, 

I don’t want any more. I can't stand uny more. What heart I 
ever had for it — for life with people — is quite broken. I want 
to be alone, mother: with you here, and Phoenix perhaps to 
look after horses and drive a car. But I want to be bymyself, 
really.” 

“With Phoenix in the background ! Are you sure he won't 
be coming into the foreground before long?” 

“No, mother, no more of that. If I’ve got to say it, Phoenix 
is a servant : he's really placed, as far as I can see. Always the 
same, placing about in the old back yard. I can’t take those 
men seriously. I can’t fool round with them, 4 or fool myself 
abouf them. I can't and I won’t fool myself any more, mother, 
especially about men. They don’t count. So why should you 
want them to pay me out?” 

For thff^htc.rnent, this silenced Mrs. Witt. Then she said : 
c“Why, I don't want it. Why should I ! But after all, you've 
got to live. You've never lived yet : not in my opinion.” 

“Neither, mother, in my opinion, have you,” said Lou dryly. 

And this silenced Mrs. Witt altogether. She had to be silent, 
or angrily on the defensive. And the latter she wouldn’t be. 
She couldn't really, in honesty. 

“What do you call life?” Lou continued. '‘Wriggling half 
naked at a pqblicfsSow and going off in a taxi to sleep with 
some half-drunken fool who thinks he’s a man because — Oh, 
mother, I don’t eveft wahtLto think of it. I know^you have a 
lurking idfia that that is liy. Let it be so t|jen. But leave me 
out. Men in that aspect Simply nauseate me: so grovelling 
and ratty. Life in that j aspect simply drains all my life away/ 
I tell' you, for ali that sort of thing. I’m broken, absolutely 
broken : if I wasn’t brokgn to start with.” 
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"Well, Louise,” said Mrs. Witt after a pause, “I'm convinced 
that ever since men and women were men and women, people 
who took things seriously, and had time for it, got theif hearts 
broken. Haven’t I had mine broken*! It’s as sure as having 
your virginity broken: and it amounts to about much. It’s 
a beginning rather than an end.” 

“So it is, mother. It’s the beginning of something else, and 
the end of something that’s done with. I know, and there's 
no altering it, that I’ve got to live differently. It sounds silly, 
but I doi^t know how else to put it. I’ve got to live for some- 
thing that matters, w*y, way down in me. And I think sex 
would matter, to my very soul, if it was really sacred. But 
cheap sex kills me.” * 

“You have had a fancy for rather cheap men, perhaps.” 

"Perhaps 1 have. Perhaps I should always be a fool, where 
peopleare concerned. Now I want to leave off that kind of 
foolery. There’s something else, mother, that I want to give 
myself to. I know it. I know it absolutely. Why should I let 
myself be shoujed down any more?” 

Mrs. Witt sat staring at the distance, her face a cynical mask. 

“What is the something bigger? And pray, what is it bigger 
than?” she asl^ed, in thr.i tone of honeyed suavity tvhich was 
her deadliest poison. "I want to learn. I am out to knoiy. I’m 
terribly intrigued by it. Something bigger ! Girls in my genera- 
tion occasionally entered convents for something bigger. I 
always wondered if they found it. They seemed to me in- 
clined in the imbecile direction, but perhaps th«t was because 
I was something less ” 

There was a definite pause between the mother and 
daughter, a silence that was a pure breach. Then Lou said: 

“You know quite well I’m not conventy, mother, whatever 
else I am — even a bit of an imbecile. But that kind of religion 
seems to me t]je other half of men. Instead of running after 
them you run away from them, and get tfie thrill that way. I 
don’t hate men because they’re men, a$^iuns» do. I dislike 
them because they’re not men enckmh : babies, and playboys, 
and poor Aings showing off all tlle’time, even to themselves. 
I don’t say I’m ajjy better. I onlyrvish, with all my soul, that 
some men were bigger and strongir and deeper than lam.. .’’ 

"How do you know they’re not? ” a|ked Mrs. Witt. 

•"How do 1 know? ” said Lou mockingly. 

And the pause that was a breach^ resumed itself. Mrs. Witt 
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was teasing with a little stick the bewildered black ants among 
the fir-needles. 

“And no doubt you are right about men/' she said at length. 
“But at your age, the only sensible thing is to try and keep up 
the illusion? ^Jter all, as you say, you may be no better .” 

“I may be no*better. But keeping up the illusion means fool- 
ing myself. And I won’t do it. When I see a man who is even 
a bit attractive to me — even as much as Phoenix — 1 say to my- 
self: ‘Would you care for him afterwards? Does he really 
mean anything to you, except just a sensation?’ — And I know 
he doesn’t. No, mother, of this I am* convinced : , either my 
taking a man shall have a meaning and a mystery that pene- 
trates my very soul, or I will keep Vo myself. — And what I 
know is, that the time has come for me to keep to myself. 
No more messing about.” 

“Very well, daughter. You will probably spend yGur life 
keeping to yourself.” 

“Do you think I mind! There’s something else for me, 
mother. There's something else even that loves me and 
wants me. I can’t tell you what it is. It’s a spirit. And it’s 
here, on this ranch. It’s here, in this landscape. It’s some- 
thing morfe real to me than men are, and it soothes me, and it 
holds t me up. I don’t know what it is, definitely. It's some- 
thing wild, that will hurt me sometimes and will wear me 
down sometimes. I know it. But it’s something big, bigger 
than men^bigger than people, bigger than religion. It's some- 
thing to do wild America. And it’s something to do with 
me. It’s a mission, if you like. I am imbecile enough for that! 
— But it's my mission to keep myself for the spirit that is wild, 
and has waited so long here: even waited for such as me. 
Now I’ve come! Now I’m here. Now I am where I want to 
be : with the spirit that wants me. — And that’s how it is. And 
neither Rico nor Phoenix nor anybody else really matters to 
me. They are in the. world’s back-yard. And I am here, right 
deep in America, \fl:ere there's a wild spirit wants me, a wild 
spirit more than n\en. Anc^ it doesn’t want to save me either. 
It needs me. It craves for ;Se. And to it, my sex % deep and 
sacred, deeper than I am, w*:h a deep nature aware deep down 
of my sex. It saves me fr£>m cheapness, mother. And even- 
you could never dp thai* £or me.” 

Mr^'Witt rose to her feet and stood looking far, far away at 
the turquoise ridge of mountains half sunk under the horizon. 
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"How much did you say you paid for Las Chivas?” she 
asked. 

“Twelve hundred dollars,” said Lou, surprised. 

“Then I call it cheap, considering- all there is to it : even 
the name.” 
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When the vicar’s wife went off with a young and penniless 
man the scandal knew no bounds. Her two" little girls were 
only seven and nine ^ears old respectively. And the vicar 
was such a good husband. True^ his hair was grey. But his 
moustache was dark, he vVas handsome, and still full of furtive 
passion for his unrestrained and beautiful wife. 

Wfeydid she go? Why did she burst away with such an 
eclat oiYevulsion, like a touch of madness? 

Nobody gave anv answer. Only the pious said she was a 
bad woman. While some of the good women kept silent. They 
knew. , 

The two little girls never knew. Wounded, they decided 
that it was because their mother found them negligible. 

The ill wind that blows nobody any good swept away the 
vicarage family on its blast. Then lo and behold! the vicar, 
who was somewhat distinguished as an essayist and a 'con- 
troversialist, and whose case had aroused sympathy among 
the bookish men, received the living of Papplewick. The 
Lord had tempered the wind of misfortune witj* a r^ctorate 
in the north country. 

The rectory was a rather ugly stone house down by the 
River Papple, before you come into the village. Farther on, 
beyond where the road crosses the stream, were the big old 
stone cotton-mills, once driven by water. The road curved up- 
hill, into the bleak stone streets of she village. 

The vicarage iamily received decided modification, upon 
its transference into the rectory. T3he vicii^ now the rector, 
fetched up his old mother and his lister, and a brother from 
the city. The two little girls had a / Ay different milieu from 
the old house. 

„*3Phe rector was now forty-seven Tie ars old; he had displaced 
an intense and not very dignified mef| after the flight of his 
wife. Sympathetic ladies had stayed 1 nim ffom suicide. \His 
hair was almost white, and he had ^ wild^eyed, tragic look. 
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You bad only to look at him to know how dreadful it all was, 
and how he had been wronged. 

Yet somewhere there was a false note. And some ,of the 
ladies, who had sympathised most profoundly with the vicar, 
secretly rafhpr disliked the rector. There was a certain furtive 
self-righteousneSs about him, when all was said and done. 

The little girls, of course, in the vague way of children, 
accepted the family verdict. Granny, who was over seventy 
and whose sight was failing, became the central figure in the 
house. Aunt Cissie, who was over forty, pale, pious, and 
gnawed by an inward worm, kept house. Uncle Fred, a stingy 
and grey-faced man of forty, who just lived dingily for him- 
self, went into town every day. And the rector, of course, was 
the most important person, after Granny. 

They called her the Mater. She was one of those physically 
vulgar, clever old bodies who had got her own way alf her life 
by buttering the weaknesses of her men-folk. Very quickly she 
took her cue. The rector still ‘loved’ his delinquent wife, and 
would ‘love her’ till he died. Therefore hush! The rector’s 
feeling was sacred. In his heart was enshrined the pure girl 
he had wedded and worshipped. 

Out in the evil world, at the same time, there wandered 
a disreputable woman who had betrayed the rector and 
abandoned his little children. She was now yoked to a young 
and despicable man, who no doubt would bring her the 
degradation she deserved. Let this be clearly understood, .and 
. then husn ! f^or in the pure loftiness of the rector’s heart still 
bloomed the pure white snow-flower of his young bride. This 
white snow-flower did not wither. That other creature, who 
had gone off with that despicable young man, was none of 
his affair. 

The Mater, who had been somewhat diminished and in- 
significant as a widow in a small house, now climbed into 
the chief arm-chair in the rectory, and planted her old bulk 
firmly again v Sh& was ne t going to be dethroned. Astutely 
she gave a sigh pf homas to the rector’s fidelity to the pure 
white snow-flower, while \ he pretended to disapp/ove. In sly 
reverence for her son’s great love, she spoke no word against 
that nettle which flourished in the evil world, and which 
once been called Mrs.^Aijhur Say well. Now, thank heaven, 
havr.ig married a'gain, sfrewas no more Mrs. Arthur Say well. 
No woman bore ,the reptor’s name. The pure white snow- 
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flower bloomed in perpetuum, without nomenclature. The 
family even thought of her as She-who-was-Cynthia. 

All .this was water on the Mater’s mill. It secured her 
against Arthur’s ever marrying again. She had him by his 
feeblest weakness, his skulking self-love. He had* married an 
imperishable white snow-flower. Lucky man! "He had been 
injured. Unhappy .man! He had suffered. Ah, what a heart 
of love! And he had — forgiven! Yes, the white snow-flower 
was forgiven. He even had made provision in his will for her, 
when that other scoundrel — But hush! Don't even think too 
near to tnat horrid nestle in the rank outer world! She-who- 
was-Cynthia. Let the white sno\y-flower bloom inaccessible on 
the heights of the past. The present is another story. 

The children were brought up in this atmosphere of cunning 
self-'Sgnctification and of unmentionability. They, too, saw the 
snow-nSwer on inaccessible heights. They, too, knew that it 
was throned in lone splendour aloft their lives, never to be 
touched. 

At the same tjme, out of the squalid world sometimes would 
come a rank, evil smell of selfishness and degraded lust, the 
smell of that awful nettle, She-who-was-Cynthia. This nettle 
actually contrived at intervals, to get a little note through to 
the girls, her children. And at this the silver-haired Mater 
shook inwardly with hate. For if She-who-was-Cynthia* ever 
came back, there wouldn't be much left of the Mater. A secret 
gust of hate went from the old granny to the girls, children 
of that foul nettle of lust, that Cynthia who h^ had* such an 
affectionate contempt for the Mater. 

Mingled with all this was the children’s perfectly distinct 
recollection of their real home, the vicarage in the south, and 
their glamorous but not very dependable mother, Cynthia. 
She had made a great glow, a flow of life, like a swift and 
dangerous sun v, m the home, forever coming and going. They 
always associated her presence with brightness, but also with 
danger; with glamour, but with feitrful s.wlshnjss. 

Now the glamour was gone, aid the white snow-flower, 
like a poroelain wreath, froze on \js grave. The danger of in- 
stability, the peculiarly dangerous sort of selfishness, like lions 
tigers, was also gone. There wqs now a complete stability, 
in which one could perish safely. 

• But they were growing up. And 'aS fhey grew, they became 
more definitely confused, more actively pyzzled. The Mater. 
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as she grew older, grew blinder. Somebody had to lead her 
about. She did not get up till towards midday. Yet blind or 
bed-ridden, she held the house. 

Besides, she wasn't bed-ridden. Whenever the men were 
present, the^ater was in her throne. She was too cunning to 
court neglect. Especially as she had rivals. 

Her great rival was the younger girl, Yvette. Yvette had 
some of the vague, careless blitheness of She-who-was- 
Cynthia. But this one was more docile. Granny perhaps had 
caught her in time. Perhaps! 

The rector adored Yvette, and spoiled her with a doting 
fondness; as much as to say: am I not a soft-hearted, indul- 
gent old boy! He liked to have this"opinion of himself, and 
the Mater knew his weaknesses to a hair’s-breadth. She knew 
them, and she traded on them by turning them into decora- 
tions for him, for his character. He wanted, in his o\tfn eyes, 
to have a fascinating character, as women want to have 
fascinating dresses. And the Mater cunningly put beauty- 
spots ever his defects and deficiencies. Her mother-love gave 
her the clue to his weaknesses, and she hid them for him 

with decorations. Whereas She-who-was-Cynthia ! But 

don’t mention her in this connection. In her eyes, the reexor 
was almost hump-backed and an idiot. 1 

Th'e funny thing was. Granny secretly hated Lucille, the 
elder girl, more than the pampered Yvette. Lucille, the 
uneasy and irritable, was more conscious of being under 
pranny’rf pow^r than was the spoilt and vague Yvette. 

On the other hand. Aunt Cissie hated Yvette. She hated her 
very name. Aunt Cissie’s life had been sacrificed to the Mater, 
and Aunt Cissie knew it, and the Mater knew she knew it. Yet 
as the years went on, it became a convention. The convention 
of Aunt Cissie’s sacrifice was accepted by everybody, including 
the self-same Cissie. She prayed a good deal about it. Which 
also showed that she had her own private feelings somewhere, 
poor thing. She ceased to be Cissie, she had lost her life 
and her sex. Xnd now she! was creeping towards fifty, strange 
green flares of rajfe woultlvpome up in her, and atosuch times 
she was insane. 

But Granny held her in her power. And Aunt Cissie’s 
object in life was to lock aft ter the Mater. 

Ay.it Cissie’s grfcen flar«of hellish hate would go up against 
all young things, s^metin^es. Poor thing, she prayed and tried 
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to obtain forgiveness from heaven. But what had been done 
to her, she could not forgive, and the vitriol would spurt in 
her veins sometimes. 

It was not as if the Mater were a warm, kindlv soul. She 
wasn’t. She only seemed it, cunriingly. And the;ract dawned 
gradually on the girls. Under her old-fashioned lace cap, under 
her silver hair, under the black silk of her stout, short, forward- 
bulging body, this old woman had a cunning heart, seeking for- 
ever her own female power*. And through the weakness of the 
unfresh, stagnant men she had bred, she kept her power, as 
her years rolled on, frfcm seventy to eighty, and from eighty 
on the new lap, towards jiinety.i 

For in the family there was a whole tradition of ‘loyalty’; 
loyalty to one another, and especially to the Mater. The Mater, 
of was the pivot of the family. The family was her 

own extended ego. Naturally she covered it with her power. 
And her sons and daughters, being weak and disintegrated, 
naturally were loyal. Outside the family, what was there for 
them but dangen and insult and ignominy ? Had not the rector 
experienced it in his marriage? So now, caution! Caution 
and loyalty, fronting the world ! Let there be as much hate 
ana friction inside the family as you like. To the outer world, 
a stubborn fence of unison. 


ii 

But it was not until the girls finally came horffc from school 
that they felt the full weight of Granny’s dead old hand on 
their lives. Lucille was now nearly twenty-one, and Yvette 
nineteen. They had been to a good girli’ school, and had had 
a finishing year in Lausanne, and were quite the usual thing, 
tall young creatures with fresh, sensitive faces and bobbed 
hair and young-jnanly, deuce-take-it manners. 

“What’s so awfully boring about* Papple^dck,” said Yvette, 
as they stood on the Channel boal watching the -grey, grey 
cliffs of Dover draw near, “is tha T l there are no men about. 
Why doeslft Daddy have some gefed old sports for friends? 
Asior Uncle Fredf he’s the limit!” 

**Oh, you never know what will turn up,” said Lucille] more 
philosophic. 

‘“You jolly well know what to expect,” said Yvette. “tShoir 
on Sundays, and I hate mixed choirf. Boya’ voices are lovely 
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when there are no women. And Sunday School and Girls’ 
Friendly, and socials, all the dear old souls that inquire after 
Granny! Not a decent young fellow for miles.” 

“Oh, I don’t know!” said Lucille. "There’s always the 
Framleys. fcnd you know Gerry Somercotes adores you." 

“Oh, but I hbte fellows who adore me!” cried Yvette, turn- 
ing up her sensitive nose. “They bore me. They hang on like 
lead." 

"Well, what do you want, if you can’t stand being adored? 
I think it’s perfectly all right to be adored. You know you’ll 
never marry them, so why not let thfm go on adoring, if it 
amuses them.” 

"Oh, but I want to get married,” cried Yvette. 

"Well, m that case, let them go on adoring you till you find 
one that you can possibly marry.” 

"I never should, that way. Nothing puts me off like an 
adoring fellow. They bore me so ! They make me feel beastly.” 

"Oh, so they do me, if they get pressing. But at a distance, 
I think they’re rather nice.” 

"I should like to fall violently in love.” 

"Oh, very likely! I shouldn’t! 1 should hate it. Probably 
so would you, if it actually happened. After all, we’ve got to 
settle down a bit before we know what we want.” 

“But don’t you hate going back to Papplewick?” cried 
Yvette, turning up her young, sensitive nose. 

"No, r.ot particularly. I suppose we shall be rather bored. I 
■"wish Daddy S/ould get a car. I suppose we shall have to 
drag the old bikes out. Wouldn’t you like to go to Tansy 
Moor?” 

"Oh, love it! Though it's an awful strain, shoving an old 
push-bike up those hills.” 

The ship was nearing the grey cliffs. It was summer, but a 
grey day. The two girls wofe their coats with fur collars turned 
up, and little chjc hats pulled down over their ears. Tall, 
slender, freslr -faced, naivj, yet confident, too confident, in 
their school-girlish arrogance, they were so terribly English. 
They seemed so free, and Were, as a matter of facP, so tangled 
and tied up, inside themselves. They seemed so dashing, and 
unconventional, and were really so conventional, so, af^it 
were, shut up indoor*! jrf'ide themselves. They looked like 
bold? tall young sloops, jCist slipping from the harbour into 
the wide seas of /life. And they were, as a matter of fact. 
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two poor, young, rudderless lives, moving from one chain 
anchorage to another. 

The .rectory struck a chill into their hearts as they ehtered. 
It seemed ugly, and almost sordid, with the dank air of that 
middle-class, degenerated comfort which has ceased to be 
comfortable and has turned stuffy, unclean. The hard, stone 
house struck the gjrls as being unclean, they could not have 
said why. The shabby furniture seemed somehow sordid, 
nothing was fresh. Even t;he food at meals had that awful, 
dreary sordidness which is so repulsive to a young thing 
coming ft om abroad. JJoast beef and wet cabbage, cold mutton 
and mashed potatoes, sour pickles, inexcusable puddings. 

Granny, who loved a* bit of pork’, also had special dishes, 
beef-tea and rusks, or a small savoury custard. The grey-faced 
AusJi Cissie ate nothing at all. She would sit at table and take 
a single lonely and naked boiled potato on to her plate. She 
never ate meat. So she sat in sordid durance, while the meal 
went on, and Granny quickly slobbered her portion — lucky if 
she spilled nothjng on her protuberant stomach. The food was 
not appetising m itself: how could it be, when Aunt Cissie 
hated food herself, hated the fact of eating, and never could 
ke£p a maid-servant for three months? The girls ate with 
repulsion, Lucnle bravely bearing up, Yvette’s tender nose 
showing her disgust. Only the rector, white-haired, wip& his 
long grey moustache with his serviette, and cracked jokes. 
He, too, was getting heavy and inert, sitting in his study all 
day, never taking exercise. But he cracked ^arca&ic little 
jokes all the time, sitting there under the shelter of the Mater. 

The country, with its steep hills and its deep, narrow valleys, 
was dark and gloomy, yet had a certain powerful strength of 
its own. Twenty miles away was the black industrialism of 
the north. Yet the village of Papplewick was comparatively 
lonely, almost lost, the life in it stony and dour. Everything 
was stone, witlf a hardness that was almost poetic, it was so 
unrelenting. 

It was as the girls had known 1 they went back into the 
choir, they helped in the parish/ f But Yvette struck abso- 
lutely against Suiday School, the Band of Hope, the Girls’ 
Ssrcndlies — indeed against all those functions that were con- 
ducted by determined old maids aid obstinate, stupid, elderly 
men. She avoided church duties a:| fcinch a! possible, ai.^L got 
away from the rectory whenever stye coul£. The Framleys, a 
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big, untidy, jolly family up at the Grange, were an enormous 
stand-by. And if anybody asked her out to a meal, even if a 
woman in one of the workmen's houses asked her to $tay to 
tea, she accepted at once. In fact, she was rather thrilled. She 
liked talking^to the working men, they had often such fine, 
hard heads. But of course they were in another world. 

So the months went by. Gerry Somercotes was still an 
adorer. There were others, tog, sons of farmers or mill- 
owners. Yvette really ought to hgve had a good time. She 
was always out to parties and dances, friends came for her 
in their motor-cars, and off she went t% the city, to the after- 
noon dance in the chief hotel, or t ^ ie gorgeous new Palais 
de Danse, called the Pally. 1 

Yet she always seemed like a creature mesmerised. She was 
never free to be quite jolly. Deep inside her worked an jjtfplu- 
able irritation, which she thought she ought not to feel, and 
which she hated feeling, thereby making it worse. She never 
understood at all whence it arose. 

At home, she truly was irritable, and outrageously rude to 
Aunt Cissie. In fact, Yvette’s awful temper became one of the 
family by-words. 

Lucille, always more practical, got a job in the city as private 
secretary to a man who needed somebody with fluent French 
and shorthand. She went back and forth every day by the 
same train as Uncle Fred. But she never travelled with him, 
and wet or fine, bicycled to the station, while he went on foot. 

The vfto gir4? were both determined that what they wanted 
was a really jolly social life. And they resented with fury that 
the rectory was, for their friends, impossible. There were only 
four rooms downstairs : the kitchen, where lived the two dis- 
contented maid-servants: the dark dining-room: the rector’s 
study: and the big, ‘homely’, dreary living-room or drawing- 
room. In the dining-room chere was a gas fire. Only in the 
living-room was a good hot fire kept going. Because, of course, 
here Granny ijeigif^. 

In this room the famiM was assembled. At evening, after 
dinner. Uncle Fred ai.d the vector invariably played^erossword 
puzzles with Granny. 

“Now, Mater, are you ready? N blank blank blank bllfek 
W : a Siamese functionary/' 

"EJr? Eh? M blank olarfc blank blank W?” 

Granny was harcj, of hearing. 
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'“No, Mater. Not M! N blank blank blank blank W: a 
Siamese functionary.” „ 

“N ilank blank blank blank W : a Chinese functionary.” 

“SIAMESE." 

“Eh?” 

“SIAMESE! SIAM!” 

“A Siamese functionary! Now what can that be?” said the 
old lady profoundly, folding her hands on her round stomach. 
Her two sons proceeded to make suggestions, at which she 
said Ah !*Ah ! The rector was amazingly clever at crossword 
puzzles. But Fred hack a certain technical vocabulary. 

“This certainly is a hard nut to crack,” said the old lady, 
when they were all stuck. 

Meanwhile Lucille sat in a corner with her hands over her 
e^j^retending to read, and Yvette irritably made drawings, 
or hummed loud and exasperating tunes, to add to the family 
concert. Aunt continually reached for a chocolate, and 

her jaws worked ceaselessly. She literally lived on chocolates. 
Sitting in the distance, she put another into her mouth, then 
looked again at the parish magazine. Then she lifted her head, 
and saw it was time to fetch Granny’s cup of Horlicks. 

\Vhile she \^as gone, m nervous exasperation Yvette would 
open the window. The room was never fresh, she imagined it 
smelt : smelt of Granny. And Granny, who was hard of hear- 
ing, heard like a weasel when she wasn’t wanted to. 

“Did you open the window, Yvette? I think ygu might 
remember there are older people than yourself in the room,” 
she said. 

“It’s stifling! It’s unbearable! No wonder we’ve all of us 
always got colds.” 

“I’m sure the room is large enough, and a good fire burning.” 
The old lady gave a little shudder. “A draught to give us all 
our death.” 

“Not a draught at all,” roared Yvette. “A breath of fresh 
air.” 

The old lady shuddered again, afcj said: “Indeed!” 

The rector, in silence, marched ho the window and firmly 
closed it. He ditf not look at his daughter meanwhile. He 
Mfted thwarting her. But she must know what’s what! 

The crossword puzzles, inventld jpy Sjtan himself, con- 
tinued till Granny had had her Horlicks, and was to fco to 
bed. Then came the ceremony oi Goodnight! Everybody 
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stood up. The girls went to be kissed by the blind old woman, 
the reftor gave his arm, and Aunt Cissie followed with a 
candle. 

But this was already nine o’clock, although Granny was 
really getting old, and should have been in bed sooner. But 
when she was iq bed, she could not sleep, till Aunt Cissie 
came. 

“You see," said Granny, “I have never slept alone. For fifty- 
four years I never slept a night without the Pater’s arm round 
me. And when he was gone I tried to sleep alone. But as sure 
as my eyes closed to sleep, my heart nef rly jumped out of my 
body, and 1 lay in a palpitation. Oh, you may think what you 
will, but it was a fearful experience, after fifty-four years of 
perfect married life! I would have prayed to be taken first, 
but the Pater, well, no, I don’t think he would have beeurf/oife 
to bear up.” 

So Aunt Cissie slept with Granny. And she hated it. She 
said she could never sleep.' And she grew greyer and greyer, 
and the food in the house got worse, and Aupt Cissie had to 
have an operation. 

But the Mater rose as ever, towards noon, and at the mid- 
day meal she presided from her arm-chair, wi$h her stomach 
protmding; her reddish, pendulous face, that had a sort of 
horrible majesty, dropping soft under the wall of her high 
brow, and her blue eyes peering unseeing. Her white hair was 
getting ^canty, it was altogether a little indecent. But the 
rector joviallywcracked his jokes to her, and she pretended to 
disapprove. But she was perfectly complacent. Sitting in her 
ancient obesity, and after meals, getting the wind from her 
stomach, pressing her bosom with her hand as she ‘rifted’ in 
gross physical complacency. 

What the girls minded most was that, when they brought 
their young friends to the ‘house, Granny always was there, 
like some awful idol of olef flesh, consuming all the attention. 
There was jon)y flit*, one r^om for everybody. And there sat 
the old lady, with Aunt f dissie keeping an acrid guard over 
her. Everybody must' be presented first to Granny» she was 
ready to be genial, she liked company. She toad to know who 
everybody was, where they came from, every circumstanced 
their lives. And then, jwhrn she was au fait, she could get 
hold(fjf the conversation. 

Nothing could b$ more«exasperating to the girls. "Isn’t old 



THE VIRGIN AND THE GIPSY 13 

Mfs. Saywell wonderful ! She takes such an interest in life, at 
nearly ninety!” 

“She does take an interest in people’s affairs, if that’s life," 
said Yvette. 

Then she would immediately feel guilty. After all, it was 
wonderful to be nearly ninety, and have such a clear mind! 
And Granny never actually did anybody any harm. It was 
more that she was in the way. And perhaps it was rather 
awful to hate somebody because they were old and in the way. 

Yvette immediately repented, and was’ nice. Granny 
blossomed* forth into Reminiscences of when she was a girl 
in the little town in Buckinghamshire. She talked and 
talked away, and was st> entertaining. She really was rather 
wonderful. 

«= Tllgn in the afternoon Lottie and Ella and Bob Framley 
came, with Leo Wetherell. 

“Oh, come in!” — and in they all trooped to the sitting-room, 
where Granny, in her white cap, sat by the fire. 

“Granny, this is Mr. Wetherell.” 

“Mr. what-di8-you-say? You must excuse me. I’m a little 
deaf ! ” 

€ranny gave her hand to the uncomfortable young man, 
and gazed silently at him, sightlessly. 

“You are not from our parish?” she asked him. 

“Dinnington ! ” he shouted. 

“We want to go a picnic to-morrow, to Bonsall Head, in 
Leo’s car. We can all squeeze in,” said Ella, in, # a low*voice. 

“Did you say Bonsall Head?” asked Granny. 

"Yes!” 

There was a blank silence. 

“Did you say you were going in a car?” 

“Yes! In Mr. Wetherell’s.” 

“I hope he’s a good driver. It’s a very dangerous road.” 

“He's a very £ood driver.” 

"Not a very good driver?” 

"Yes! He is a very good driver. 

“If you-jgo to Bonsall Head, I tluitk I must send a message 
to L^r Louth.” , 

Cranny always dragged in this miserable Lady Louth when 
there was company. 1 

"Oh, we shan’t go that way,” cildti nvetite. 

"Which way?” said Granny. “Yqp must go by Heanor.” 
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The whole party sat, as Bob expressed it, like stuffed ducks, 
fidgeting on their chairs. 

Aunt Cissie came in — and then the maid with the tea. There 
was the eternal and everlasting piece of bought cake/ Then 
appeared a plate of little fresh cakes. Aunt Cissie had actually 
sent to the baker’s. 

“Tea, Mater ! ” * 

The old lady gripped the arms of her chair. Everybody rose 
and stood, while she waded slowly across, on Aunt Cissie’s 
arm, to her place at table. 

During tea Lucille came in from to^n, from her job. She 
was simply worn out, with black marks under her eyes. She 
gave a cry, seeing all the company. 

As soon as the noise had subsided, and the awkwardness 
was resumed. Granny said : 

“You have never mentioned Mr. Wethercll to me, have you, 
Lucille?” 

“I don’t remember,” said Lucille. 

“You can’t have done. The name is strange to me.” 

Yvette absently grabbed another cake from r che now almost 
•empty plate. Aunt Cissie, who was driven almost crazy by 
Yvette’s vague and inconsiderate ways, felt the green rage 
fuse in her heart. She picked up her own plate/ on which was 
the dhe cake she allowed herself, and said with vitriolic polite- 
ness, offering it to Yvette : 

“Won’t you have mine?” 

“Oh, tSianksj,” ^aid Yvette, starting in her angry vagueness. 
And with an appearance of the same insouciance, she helped 
herself to Aunt Cissie’s cake also, adding as an afterthought: 
“If you’re sure you don’t want it.” 

She now had two cakes on her plate. Lucille had gone 
white as a ghost, bending to her tea. Aunt Cissie sat with a 
.green look of poisonous resignation. The awkwardness was an 
agony. 

But Granny, bullyly enthroned and unaware, only said, in 
the centre of the cyclone : 

“If you are motoring tb'Bonsall Head to-morrow* Lucille, I 
wish you would take a message from me to ( .Lady Louth ’’ 

“Oh!” said Lucille, giving a queer look across the tabfesat 
the sightless old woman. Lpdy Louth was the King Charles’s 
Head. of the family, infol/fibly produced by Granny for the 
Ibenent of visitors. “Very., well ! ” 
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'‘She was so very kind last week. She sent her chauffeur 
over with a Crossword Puzzle book for me.” 

"But you thanked her then,” cried Yvette. 

"I should like to send her a note.” • 

"We can post it,” cried Lucille. 

“Oh no! I should like you to take it. When Lady Louth 
called last time . .. .” 

The young ones sat like a shoal of young fishes dumbly 
mouthing at the surface of the water, while. Granny went on 
about La4y Louth. Aunt Cissie, the two girls knew, was still 
helpless, almost unconscious in a paroxysm of rage about the 
cake. Perhaps, poor thir^g, she was praying. 

It was a mercy when the friends departed. But by that time 
the two girls were both haggard-eyed. And it was then that 
*lvo«e, looking round, suddenly saw the stony, implacable 
will-to-power in the old and motherly-seeming Granny. She 
sat there bulging backwards in her chair, impassive, her 
reddish, pendulous old face rather mottled, almost uncon- 
scious, but implacable, her face like a mask that hid something 
stony, relentless. It was the static inertia of her unsavoury 
power. Yet in a minute she would open her ancient mouth 
to find out eve$y detail about Leo Wetherell. For the moment 
she was hibernating in her oldness, her agedness. Butrin a 
minute her mouth would open, her mind would flicker awake 
and with her insatiable greed for life, other people’s life, she 
would start on her quest for every detail. She was > like the 
old toad which Yvette had watched, fascinate*!, as it sat on 
the ledge of the beehive, immediately in front of the little 
entrance by which the bees emerged, and which, with a 
demonish lightning-like snap of its ‘pursed jaws, caught every 
bee as it came out to launch into the air, swallowed them one 
after the other, as if it could consume the whole hiveful, into 
its aged, bulging, purse-like wr in Wed ness. It had b p en swal- 
lowing bees as they launched into the air of spring, year after 
year, year after year, for generc ticjis. 

But the gardener, called by Yvetrc, was in a rage, and killed 
the creajine with a stone. 

‘y«*fppen tha aft good for th’ snails,” he said, as he came 
down with the stone. “But tha ’rt none goin’ ter emp’y th’ 
bee-’ive into thy guts.” 
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The next day was dull and low, and the roads were awful, 
for it had been raining for Weeks, yet the young ones set off 
on their trip, without taking Granny’s message either. They 
just slipped out while she was making her slow trip upstairs 
after lunch. Not for anything would they have called at Lady 
Louth’s house. That widow of a knighted doctor, a harmless 
person indeed, had become an obnoxity in their lives. 

Six young rebels, they sat very perkily in the car as they 
swished through the mud. Yot they i had a peaked look too. 
After all, they had nothing really to rebel against, any of them. 
They were left so very free in their movements. Their parents 
let them do almost entirely as they liked. There wasn't ve&iiy 
a fetter to break, nor a prison bar to file through, nor a bolt 
to shatter. The keys of their lives were in their own hands. 
And there they dangled inert. 

It is very much easier to shatter prison b^rs than to open 
undiscovered doors to life. As the younger generation finds 
out somewhat to its chagrin. True, there was Granny. But 
poor old Granny, you couldn’t actually say to ter : “Lie down 
and^ie, you old woman ! *’ She might be an old nuisance, but 
she never really did anything. It wasn’t fair to hate her. 

So the young people set off on their jaunt, trying to be very 
full of Ijeans. They could really do as they liked. And so, of 
course, there vas nothing to do but sit in the car and talk a 
lof of criticism of other people, and silly flirty gallantry that 
was really rather a bore. If there had only been a few ‘strict 
orders’ to be disobeyed! 3ut nothing: beyond the refusal to 
carry the message to Lady Louth, of which the rector would 
approve because he didn't encourage King Charles's Head 
either. 

They sang, rather scraprily, the latest would-be comic songs 
as they wentrfhrfiugh the rrim villages. In the great park the 
deer were in groups near the road, roe deer and fallow, nestling 
in the gloom of the afternoon under the oaks by thOx j>ad, as if 
for the stimulus of human company. 

Yvette insisted on stopping and getting out to talk to them. 
The girls, in their Russiap/boots, tramped through the damp 
grasy, while the aeer washed them with big, unfrightened 
eyes. The hart trptted away mildly, holding back his head. 



THE VIRGIN AND THE GIPSY 


17 

because of the weight of the horns. But the doe, balancing her 
big ears, did not rise from under the tree, with her half-grown 
young, ones, till the girls were almost in touch. Thfen she 
walked light-foot away, lifting her tail from her spotted flanks, 
while the young ones nimbly trotted. 

‘‘Aren't they awfully dainty and nicer* cried Yvette. “You’d 
wonder they could, lie so cosily in this horrid wet grass.” 

“Well, I suppose they've got to lie down some time,” said 
Lucille. “And it's fairly dry under the tre.” She looked at the 
crushed grass, where the deer had lain. 

Yveette went and ppt her hand down to feel how it felt. 

“Yes!” she said doubtfully, “} believe it's a bit warm.” 

The deer had bunched again a few yards away, and were 
standing motionless in the gloom of the afternoon. Away 
the slopes of grass and trees, beyond the swift river 
with its balustraded bridge, sat the huge ducal house, one or 
two chimneys smoking bluely. Behind it rose purplish woods. 

The girls, pushing their fur collars up to their ears, dangling 
one long arm, .ftood watching in silence, their wide Russian 
boots protecting them from the wet grass. The great house 
squatted square and creamy-grey below. The deer, in little 
groups, were scattered under the old trees close by. It all 
seemed so still, so unpretentious, and so sad. 

“I wonder where the Duke is now,” said Ella. 

“Not here, wherever he is,” said Lucille. “I expect he's 
abroad where the sun shines.” 

The motor-horn called from the road, and t£ey he&rd Leo’s 
voice : 

“Come on, boys! If we’re going to get to the Head and 
down to Amberdale for tea, we’d* better move.” 

They crowded into the car again, with chilled feet, and set 
off through the park past the silent spire of the church, out 
through the great gates and over %he bridge, on into the wide, 
damp, stony vfllage of Woodlinkin, where the river ran. And 
thence, for a long time, they stay Id in tfc mud and dark and 
dampness of the valley, often with* ^heer rock above them; the 
water bjjppwling on one hand, the steep rock or dark trees on 
thg^gfller. 

Till, through the darkness of overhanging trees, they began 
to climb, and Leo changed the ge*r. Slowly the car toiled up 
through the whitey-grey mud, iniJ^tAe stcfny village of^ Bole- 
hill, that hung on the slope, round tjie old .cross, with its steps. 
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that stood where the road branched, on past the cottages 
whence came a wonderful smell of hot tea-cakes, and beyond, 
still upwards, under dripping trees and past broken slopes of 
bracken, always climbing. Until the cleft became shallower, 
and the trees finished, and the slopes on either side were bare, 
gloomy grass, with low dry-stone walls. They were emerging 
on to the Head. 

The party had been silent for spme time. On either side the 
road was grass, then a low stone fence, and the swelling curve 
of the hill-summit, traced with the low, dry stone walls. Above 
this, the low sky. 

The car ran out, under the lew, grey sky, on the naked tops. 

“Shall we stay a moment?” called Leo. 

“Oh yes!” cried the girls. 

And they scrambled out once more, to look around. Th^y 
knew the place quite well. But still, if one came to the Head, 
one got out to look. 

The hills were like the knuckles of a hand, the dales were 
below, between the fingers, narrow, steep, aqd dark. In the 
deeps a train was steaming, slowly pulling north: a small 
thing of the underworld. The noise of the engine re-echoed 
curiously upwards. Then came the dull, familiar sound* of 
blastjpg in a quarry. 

Leo, always on the go, moved quickly. 

“Shall we be going?” he said. “Do we want to get down to 
Amberdale for tea? Or shall we try somewhere nearer?” 

They *all voted for Amberdale, for the ‘Marquis of 
Grantham’. 

“Well, which way shall we go back? Shall we go by Codnor 
and over Crosshill, or shall <we go by Ashbourne?” 

There was the usual dilemma. Then they finally decided on 
the Codnor top road. Off went the car gallantly. 

They were on the top of the world, now, on the back of the 
fist. It was naked, too, as J:he back of your fest, high under 
heaven, and dyll,4ieftvy grehn. Only it was veined with a net- 
work of old stone walls, fjlviding the fields, and broken here 
and there with ruins* of old lead-mines and works. sparse 
stone farm bristled with six naked sharp tree‘s. In the oteih^ce 
was a patch of smoky grey stone, a hamlet. In some fields 
grey, dark sheep fed silentbf, sombrely. But there was not a 
soum} nor a movement. Hrf'jyas the roof of England, stony and 
arid as any roof. Beyond, tbelow, were the shires. 
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" ‘And see the coloured counties/ ” said Yvette to herself. 
Here, anyhow, they were not coloured. A stream of rooks 
trailed out from nowhere. They had been walking, pecking, on 
a naked field that had been manured. The car ran on between 
the grass and the stone walls of the upland lane, and the young 
people were silent, looking out over the far network of stone 
fences, under the -sky, looking for the curves downward that 
indicated a drop to one of tjie underneath, hidden dales. 

Ahead was a light cart, driven by a man, and trudging along 
at the side was a woman, sturdy and elderly, with a pack on 
her back. The man in the cart had caught her up, and now 
was keeping pace. 

The road was narrow. Leo sounded the horn sharply. The 
man on the cart looked round, but the woman on foot only 
Yftidged steadily, rapidly forward, without turning her head. 

Yvette’s heart gave a jump. The man on the cart was a 
gipsy, one of the Mack, loose-bodied, handsome sort. He re- 
mained seated on his cart, turning round and gazing at the 
occupants of the motor-car from under the brim of his cap. 
And his pose was loose, his gaze insolent in its indifference. 

had a thin black moustache under his thin, straight nose, 
and a big silU handkerchiel of red and yellow tied round his 
neck. He spoke a word to the woman. She stood a sgpond, 
solid, to turn round and look at the occupants of the car, 
which had now drawn quite close. Leo honked the horn 
again imperiously. The woman, who had a grey-gnd-white 
kerchief tied round her head, turned sharply, to keep pace 
with the cart, whose driver also had settled back, and was 
lifting the reins, moving his loose, light shoulders. But still 
he did not pull aside. 

Leo made the horn scream as he put the brakes on, and the 
car slowed up near the back of the cart. The gipsy turned 
round at the din, laughing in his dark face under his dark- 
green cap, ana said something which they did not hear, show- 
ing white teeth under the line of ijack numstacjie* and making 
a gesture with his dark, loose hand, 

“Get^ »ut o’ the way then!” yelled Leo. 

J^SFanswer thfc man delicately pulled the horse to a stand- 
still as it curved to the side of the road. It was a good roan 
horse and a good, natty, dark-green cart. 

’Leo, in a rage, had to jam on tij^Wake Ind pull up ty>. 

“D<jn’t the pretty young ladies wlnt to Ijear their fortunes?” 
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said the gipsy on the cart, laughing except for his dark, watch- 
ful eyes, which went from face to face, and lingered on 
Yvette f s young, tender face. 

She met his dark eyes -for a second, their level search, their 
insolence, their complete indifference to people like Bob and 
Leo, and something took fire in her breast. She thought: ‘He 
is stronger than lam! He doesn’t care ! ' 

“Oh yes! Let’s!" cried Lucille r at once. 

“Oh yes!" chorused the girls. 

“I say! What about the time?" cried Leo. 

“Oh, bother the old time! Somebody’s always dragging in 
time by the forelock," cried Lvcille. 

“Well, if you don’t mind when we get back, 1 don’t!" said 
Leo heroically. 

The gipsy man had been sitting loosely on the side oMflis 
cart, watching the faces. He now jumped softly down from 
the shaft, his knees a bit stiff. He was apparently a man some- 
thing over thirty, and a beau in his way. He wore a sort of 
shooting-jacket, double-breasted, coming only^to the hips, of 
dark green-and-black frieze; rather tight black trousers, black 
boots, and a dark-green cap; with the big yellow-and-red 
bandanna handkerchief round his neck. His appearance was 
curitfisly elegant, and quite expensive in its gipsy style. He 
was handsome, too, pressing in his chin with the old, gipsy 
conceit, and now apparently not heeding the strangers any 
more, as he led his good roan horse off the road, preparing- 
to back his car?, * 

file girls saw for the first time a deep recess in the side of 
the road, and two caravans smoking. Yvette got quickly down. 
They had suddenly come upon a disused quarry, cut into the 
slope of the road-side, and in this sudden lair, almost like a 
cave, were three caravans, dismantled for the winter. There 
was also, deep at the back, a°shelter built of boughs, as a stable 
for the horse. The grey, crude rock rose high £t>ove the cara- 
vans, and cuiyed* round towards the road. The floor was 
heaped chips of stone, with grasses growing among. It was 
a hidden, snug winter camp. 

The elderly woman with the pack had ^orle into one'Wshe 
caravans, leaving the door open. Two children were peeping 
out, showing black heads. The gipsy man gave a little call as 
he barked his cart ( into faibf quarry, and an elderly man came 
out to help him unpckle.t 



THE VIRGIN AND THE GIPSY 


21 


The gipsy himself went up the steps into the newest cara- 
van, that had its door closed. Underneath, a tied-up dog ranged 
forth. It was a white hound spotted liver-coloured. It gave a 
low growl as Leo and Bob approached. 

At the same moment, a dark-faced gipsy woman with a pink 
shawl or kerchief round her head and big gold ear-rings in her 
ears, came down the steps of the newest caravan, swinging 
her flounced, voluminous green skirt. She was handsome in a 
bold, dark, long-faced way, .just a bit wolfish.. She looked like 
one of th* bold, loping Spanish gipsies. 

“Good-morning, my Radies and gentlemen/* she said, eyeing 
the girls from her bold^ predative eyes. She spoke with a 
certain foreign stiffness. 

^ “Good-afternoon!*' said the girls. 

** r *Which beautiful little lady like to hear her fortune? Give 
me her little hand?*’ 

She was a tall woman, with a frightening way of reaching 
forward her neck like a menace. Her eyes went from face to 
face, veiy active, heartlessly searching out what she wanted. 
Meanwhile the man, apparently her husband, appeared at the 
top # of the caravan steps smoking a pipe, and with a small, 
black-haired child in his arms. He stood on his limber legs, 
casually looking down on the group, as if from a distance^iis 
long, black lashes lifted from his full, conceited, impudent 
black eyes. There was something peculiarly transfusing in his 
stare. Yvette felt it, felt it in her knees. She pretended to be 
interested in the white-and-liver-coloured hound. 

“Hew much do you want if we all have our fortunes told?*’ 
asked Lottie Framley, as the six fresh-faced young Christians 
hung back rather reluctantly from this pagan pariah woman. 

“All of you? ladies and gentlemen, all?** said the woman 
shrewdly. 

“I don't want mine told ! You go ahead ! ’* cried Leo. 

“Neither do r” said Bob. “You four girls.** 

“The four ladies?'* said the gipsy wcwn<m, .eyeing them 
shrewdly, after having looked at the. boys. And she fixed her 
price. “E^ch one give me a sheeling, and a little bit more for 
luck^tfnttle bit!’* She smiled in a way that was more wolfish 
than cajoling, and the force of her will was felt, heavy as iron 
beneath the velvet of her words. * 

“All right,** said Leo. “Make it af Aiding i head. Don't^pin 
it out too long.’* 
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"Oh, you!” cried Lucille at him. "We want to hear it all/' 

The woman took two wooden stools from under a caravan 
and placed them near the wheel. Then she took the tall, dark 
Lottie Framley by the hand and bade her sit down. 

"You don't care if everybody hear?” she said, looking up 
curiously into Lottie's face. 

Lottie blushed dark with nervousness as the gipsy woman 
held her hand, and stroked her palm with hard, cruel-seeming 
fingers. 

"Oh, I don’t mind,” she said. 

The gipsy woman peered into the pilm tracing the lines of 
the hand with a hard, dark forefinger But she seemed clean. 

And slowly she told the fortune, while the others, standing 
listening, kept on crying out: “Oh, that’s Jim Baggaley! Oh i< 
I don’t believe it! Oh, that’s not true! A fair woman 
lives beneath a tree! Why, whoever’s this?” until Leo 
stopped them with a manly warning : 

"Oh, hold on, girls ! Ybu give everything away.” 

Lottie retired blushing and confused, and ij was Ella’s turn. 
She was much more calm and shrewd, trying to read the 
oracular words. Lucille kept breaking out with: "Oh, I say!” 
The gipsy man at the top of the steps stoodi imperturbable, 
w^out any expression at all. But his bold eyes kept staring 
at Yvette, she could feel them on her cheek, on her neck, and 
she dared not look up. But Framley would sometimes look up 
at him, and got a level stare back from the handsome face of 
the male gipsj:, 'from the dark, conceited, proud eyes. It was 
a- peculiar look, in the eyes that belonged to the tribe of the 
humble : the pride of the pariah, the half-sneering challenge of 
the outcast, who sneered? at law-abiding men, and went his 
own way. All the time the gipsy man stood there, holding his 
child in his arms, looking on without being concerned. 

Lucille was having her hand read — "You have been across 
the sea, and there you met a man — a brown-haired man — but 
he was too c>ld-^ — r” \ 

"Oh, I say\” criejd Lucille, looking round at Yvette. 

But Yvette was abstracted, agitated, hardly heedfc^: in one 
of her mesmerised states. 

"You will marry in a few years — not now, but a few years 
— perhaps four — and you avill not be rich, but you will have 
plenty— enough— *and ^dqjowill go away, a long journey.” 

"With my husband, oi without?” cried Lucille. 
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"With him- 

When it came to Yvette’s turn, and the woman looked up 
boldly, .cruelly, searching for a long time in her face, Yvette 
said nervously : 

“I don’t think I want mine tdld. No, I won’t have mine 
told! No, I won’t, really!’’ 

“You are afraid- of something?” said the gipsy woman 
cruelly. 

"No, it’s not that ” Yvette fidgeted. 

“You hove some secret? You are afraid I shall say it? 
Come, would you lik** to go in the caravan, where nobodv 
hears?” 

The woman was curiously insinuating; while Yvette was 
always wayward, perverse. The look of perversity was on her 
soft, frail young face now, giving her a queer hardness. 

“Yes!" she said suddenly. “Yes! 1 might do that!” 

“Oh, I say!” cried the others. “Be a sport!” 

“1 don’t think you’d better cried Lucille. 

“Yes!” said Yvette, with that hard little way of hers. “I’ll 
do that. I’ll go in the caravan.” 

The gipsy woman called something to the man on the steps. 
He went into*the caravan for a moment or two, then re- 
appeared, and came down the steps, setting the small Qjwld 
on its uncertain feet, and holding it by the hand. A dandy, 
in his polished black boots, tight black trousers and tight, 
dark-green jersey, he walked slowly across with the Jpddling 
child to where the elderly gipsy was giving th* roan horse a 
feed of oats, in the bough shelter between pits of grey rock, 
with dry bracken upon the stone chip floor. He looked at 
Yvette as he passed, staring her ftill in the eyes, with his 
pariah’s bold yet dishonest stare. Something hard inside her 
met his stare. But the surface of her body seemed to turn to 
water. Nevertheless, something htird in her registered the 
peculiar pure lines of his face, of Jiis straight, pure nose, of 
his cheeks and temples. The curious dark,* su^ve, purity of all 
his body, outlined in the green jersey ; a purity like a living 
sneer 

A«d"1fs he lopefl slowly pas*, her, on his flexible hips, it 
seemed to her still that he was stronger than she was. Of all 
the men she had ever seen, this one was the only one who 
was stronger than she was, in her |$v* kinfi of strength , her 
own kigd of understanding. 
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So, with curiosity, she followed the woman up the steps of 
the caravan, the skirts of her well-cut tan coat swinging and 
almost showing her knees, under the pale-green cloth dress. 
She had long, long-striding, fine legs, too slim rather than 
too thick, and she wore curiously-pattemed pale-and-fawn 
stockings of fine wool, suggesting the legs of some delicate 
animal. 

At the top of the steps she parsed and turned, debonair, to 
the others, saying in her naive, lordly way, so off-hand : 

“I won’t let her be long.” 

Her grey fur collar was open, showing her soft throat and 
pale green dress, her little plaited taiycoloured hat came down 
to her ears, round her soft, fresh face. There was something 
soft and yet overbearing, unscrupulous, about her. She knew 
the gipsy man had turned to look at her. She was aware of 
the pure dark nape of his neck, the black hair groomed away. 
He watched as she entered his house. 

What the gipsy told her, no one ever knew. It was a long 
time to wait, the others felt. Twilight was deepening on the 
gloom, and it was turning raw and cold. From the chimney 
on the second caravan came smoke and a smell of rich food. 
The horse was fed, a yellow blanket strapped round him, &nd 
tw% gipsy men talked together in the distance in low tones. 
There was a peculiar feeling of silence and secrecy in that 
lonely, hidden quarry. 

At l^ft the caravan door opened, and Yvette emerged, bend- 
ing forward a*d' stepping with long, witch-like slim legs down 
the steps. There was a stooping, witch-like silence about her 
as she emerged on the twilight. 

"Did it seem long?” she said vaguely, not looking at any- 
body and keeping her own counsel hard within her soft, vague 
waywardness. “I hope you weren’t bored! Wouldn’t tea be 
nice! Shall we go?” 

"You get in!” said Bob. f "I’ll pay.” 

The gipsy jyoman’s full, metallic skirts of jade-green alpaca 
came swinging doy/n the steps. She rose to her height, a 
big, triumphant-looking woman with a dark wolf-^ace. The 
pink cashmere kerchief stamped with red 'roses was^Kpping 
to one side over her black and crimped hair. She gazed at the 
young people in the twilight with bold arrogance. 

Bpb put two hAlf-crMff in her hand. 

“A little bit more for lick, for your young lady’s luqk,” she 
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wheedled, like a wheedling wolf. “Another bit of silver, to 
bring you luck/' 

“Youjve got a shilling for luck, that's enough," said Bob 
calmly and quietly, as they moved away to the car. 

“A little bit of sflver! Just a -little bit, for your luck in 
love!" 

Yvette, with the sudden long, startling gestures of her long 
limbs, swung round as she w^s entering the car, and with long 
arm outstretched, strode and put something, into the gipsy's 
hand, the® stepped, bending her height, into the car. 

“Prosperity to the beautiful young lady, and the gipsy’s 
blessing on her," came ^ie suggestive, half-sneering voice of 
the woman. 

The engine birred ! then birred! again more fiercely, and 
started. Leo switched on the lights, and immediately the 
quarry with the gipsies fell back into the blackness of night. 

“Good-night!" ralW Yvette’s voice, as the car started. But 
hers was the only voice that piped up, chirpy and impudent 
in its nonchalance. The headlights glared down the stone 
lane. 

“Yvette, you’ve got to tell us what she said to you," cried 
Lucille, in therfeeth of Yvette's silent will not to be asked. 

“Oh, nothing at all thrilling," said Yvette, with fjjse 
warmth. “Just the usual old thing: a dark man who means 
good luck, and a fair one who means bad : and a death in the 
family, which if it means Granny, won’t be so very awful: 
and I shall marry when I'm twenty-three, and # have ffeaps of 
money and heaps of love, and two children. All sounds very 
nice, but it’s a bit too much of a good thing, you know." 

“Oh, but why did you give her more money?" 

“Oh, well, I wanted to! You have to be a bit lordly with 
people like that ’’ 


IV 

There was a terrific rumpus down at the rectory, on account 
of Yvettevand the Window Fund. After the war. Aunt Cissie 
had gc i lier heart bn a stained glass window in the church, as 
a memorial for the men of the parish who had fallen. But the 
bulk of the fallen had been nonconformists, so the memorial 
todk the form of an ugly little ifrfcrilimerlt in front of_the 
Wesleyan chapel. 
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This did not vanquish Aunt Cissie. She canvassed, she Tiad 
bazaars, she made the girls get up amateur theatrical shows, 
for h£r precious window. Yvette, who quite liked thp acting 
and showing-off part of it, took charge of the farce called 
Mary in the Mirror , and gathered in the proceeds, which were 
to be paid to the Window Fund when accounts were settled. 
Each of the girls was supposed to have a money-box for the 
Fund. 

Aunt Cissie, feeling that the united sums must now almost 
suffice, suddenly called in Yvette's box. It contained fifteen 
shillings. There was a moment of gre^i horror. 

"Where is all the rest?" % 

"Oh!" said Yvette casually. "I just borrowed it. It wasn’t 
so awfully much." 

"What about the three pounds thirteen for Mary in the 
Mirror ?" asked Aunt Cissie, as if the jaws of Hell were 
yawning. 

"Oh, quite! I just borrbwed it. I can pay it back." 

Poor Aunt Cissie! The green tumour of Jiate burst inside 
her, and there was a ghastly, abnormal scene, which left 
Yvette shivering with fear and nervous loathing. 

Even the rector was rather severe. 

£If you needed money, why didn’t you tell me?" he said 
colaiy. "Have you ever been refused anything in reason?" 

"I — I thought it didn't matter," stammered Yvette. 

"And what have you done with the money?" 

"I suppose tye spent it," said Yvette, with wide, distraught 
e£es and a peaked face. 

"Spent it, on what?" 

"I can't remember everything : stockings and things, and I 
gave some of it away." 

Poor Yvette ! Her lordly airs and ways were already hitting 
back at her, on the reflex. 'The rector was angry : his face had 
a snarling, doggish look, ^ sort of sneer. He was afraid his 
daughter was developing s6me of the rank, tainted qualities of 
She-who-was-ty nthia . 

"You would do the large with somebody elsekmoney, 
wouldn’t you?" he said, with a cold, mortgrel sort oP^wieer, 
which showed what an utter unbeliever he was at the heart. 
The inferiority of a heart which has no core of warm belief in 
it, no pride in life Hetfiftd utterly no belief in her. 

Yvette went pale and^very distant. Her pride, that frail. 
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precious flame which everybody tried to quench, recoiled like 
a flame blown far away on a cold wind, as if blown out, and 
her face, white now and still like a snowdrop, the white snow- 
flower <Jf his conceit, seemed to have, no life in it, only this 
pure, strange abstraction. 

‘He has no belief in me!’ she thought in her soul. ‘I am 
really nothing to him. I am nothing, only a shameful thing. 
Everything is shameful, everything is shameful!’ 

A flame of passion or ra£e, while it might have over- 
whelmed or infuriated her, would not have degraded her as 
did her father’s unbeli<j£, his final attitude of a sneer against 
her. 

He became a little afraid, in the silence of sterile thought. 
After all, he needed the appearance of love and belief and 
bright life, he would never dare to face the fat worm of his 
own unbelief, that stirred in his heart. 

“What have you to say for yourself?” he asked. 

She only looked at him from that senseless snowdrop face 
which haunted him with fear, and gave him a helpless sense of 
guilt. That othef one, She-who-was-Cynthia, she had looked 
back at him with the same numb, white fear, the fear of his 
degrading unbefief, the v ^rm which was his heart's core. He 
knew his heart’s core was a fat, awful worm. His dread was 
lest anyone else should know. His anguish of hate was against 
anyone who knew and recoiled. 

He saw Yvette recoiling, and immediately his manner 
changed to the worldly old good-humoured cynic wlfich he 
affected. # 

“Ah well!” he said. “You have to pay it back, my girl, 
that’s all. I will advance you the iponey out of your allow- 
ance. But I shall charge you four per cent a month interest. 
Even the devil himself must pay a percentage on his debts. 
Another time, if you can’t trust yoprself, don't handle money 
which isn’t you# own. Dishonesty isn't pretty.” 

Yvette remained crushed, and deflowered and humiliated. 
She crept about, trailing the rays of her pride. had a re- 
vulsion even from herself. Oh, why had she ever touched the 
leprous Ki&ney! Her whole flesh shrank as if it were defiled. 
Why was that? Why, why was that? 

She admitted herself wrong in having spent the money. “Of 
course I shouldn’t have done it. TJi# y| are quite right to be 
angry,” she said to herself. 
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But where did the horrible wincing of her flesh come from ? 
Why did she feel she had caught some physical contagion ? 

“Where you're so silly , Yvette/* Lucille lectured her: poor 
Lucille was in great distress — “is that you give yoursdf away 
to them all. You might know they'd find out. I could have 
raised the monpy for you, and saved all this bother. It’s per- 
fectly awful! But you never will think beforehand where 
your actions are going to land you! Fancy Aunt Cissie say- 
ing all those things to you! Flow awful! Whatever would 
Mamma have said if she’d heard it?” 

When things went very wrong, Jhey thought of their 
mother, and despised their father and all the low brood of 
the Saywells. Their mother, of cdarse, had belonged to a 
higher, if more dangerous and ‘immortal’, world. More selfish, 
decidedly. But with a showier gesture. More unscrupulous* 
and more easily moved to contempt : but not so humiliating. 

Yvette always considered that she got her fine, delicate flesh 
from her mother. The Saywells were all a bit leathery, and 
grubby somewhere inside. But then the Saywells never let you 
down. Whereas the fine She-who-was-Cynfhia had let the 
sector down with a bang, and his little children along with 
him. Her little children? They could not qiyte forgive iier. 

Only dimly, after the row, Yvette began to realise -the other 
saifetity of herself, the sanctity of her sensitive, clean flesh 
and blood, which the Saywells with their so-called morality 
succeeded in defiling. They always wanted to defile it. They 
were file life unbelievers. Whereas, perhaps She-who-was- 
Gynthia had only been a moral unbeliever. 

Yvette went about dazed and peaked and confused. The 
rector paid in the money ;to Aunt Cissie, much to that lady's 
rage. The helpless tumour of her rage was still running. She 
would have liked to announce her niece’s delinquency in the 
parish magazine. It was anguish to the destroyed woman that 
she could not publish the news to all the world. The selfish- 
ness! The selfishness! The selfishness! 

Then thfe fector handed his daughter a little account with 
himself: her debt*to him, interest thereon, the amount de- 
ducted from her small allowance. But Uo her ^feredit he 
had placed a guinea, which was the fee he had to pay for 
complicity. 

“As father of the cujp#ir,” he said humorously, “I am fined 
one r guinea. And witntlv*. I wash the ashes out of my hair.” 
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Hd was always generous about money. But somehow he 
seemed to think that by being free about money he could 
absolutely call himself a generous man. Whereas he ’used 
money, even generosity, as a hold over her. 

But he let the affair drop entirely. He was by this time 
more amused than anything, to judge from appearances. He 
thought still he was safe. 

Aunt Cissie, however, coul^ not get over her convulsion. 
One night when Yvette had. gone rather early, miserably, to 
bed, when^ucille was away at a party, and she was lying with 
soft, peaked limbs aching with a sort of numbness and defile- 
ment, the door softly opened, ?nd there stood Aunt Cissie, 
pushing her grey-green face through the opening of the door. 
Yvette started up in terror. 

“Liar ! Thief ! Selfish little beast ! ” hissed the maniacal face 
of Aunt Cissie. “You little hypocrite! You liar! You selfish 
beast! You greedy l’ftle beast!” 

There was such extraordinary impersonal hatred in that 
grey-green mask, ^nd those frantic words, that Yvette opened 
her mouth to scream with hysterics. But Aunt Cissie shut 
the door as suddenly as she had opened it and disappeared. 
Yvette leaped ffom her oed and turned the key. Tlien she 
crept back, half demented with fear of the squalid abnormal, 
half numbed with paralysis of damaged pride. And amid it 
all, up came a bubble of distracted laughter. It was so filthily 
ridiculous ! 

Aunt Cissie’s behaviour did not hurt the girl go very'much. 
It was, after all, somewhat fantastic. Yet hurt she was: in her 
limbs, in her body, in her sex, hurt. Hurt, numbed, and half 
destroyed, with only her nerves vibrating and jangled. And 
still so young, she could not conceive what was happening. 

Only she lay and wished she were a gipsy. To live in a camp, 
in a caravan, and never set foot in a house, not know the 
existence of a parish, never look at a church. Her heart was 
hard with repugnance against the rectory. She loathed these 
houses with their indoor sanitation and their bathrooms,* and 
their extrgordinary repulsiveness. She hated the rectory and 
everything it implted. The whole stagnant, sewerage sort of 
life, where sewerage is never mentioned, but where it seems to 
smell from the centre to every two-legged inmate, from 
Granny to the servants, was foul.yifjgipstes had no bath- 
rooms, at least they had no sewer ige. There was fresh W. 
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In the rectory there was never fresh air. And in the soiils of 
the people, the air was stale till it stank. 

Hate kindled her heart, as she lay with numbed limbs. And 
she thought of the words of the gipsy woman: “There is a 
dark man who never lived in a house. He loves you. The 
other people are treading on your heart. They will tread on 
your heart till you think it is dead. But the dark man will 
blow the one spark up into firq agairi, good fire. You will see 
what good fire.” 

Even as the woman was saying it, Yvette felt there was 
some duplicity somewhere. But she didn’t mind. She hated 
with the cold, acrid hatred rf a chjld the rectory interior, the 
sort of putridity in the life. She liked that big, swarthy, wolf- 
like gipsy woman, with the big gold rings in her ears, the pink 
scarf over her wavy black hair, the tight bodice of brown 
velvet, the green, fan-like skirt. She liked her dusky, strong, 
relentless hands, that had pressed so firm, like wolfs paws, in 
Yvette's own soft palm.' She liked her. She liked the danger 
and the covert fearlessness of her. She likgd her covert, un- 
yielding sex, that was immoral, but with a hard, defiant pride 
of its own. Nothing would ever get that woman under. t She 
would despise the rectory and the rectory morality utterly! 
SJ^ would strangle Granny with one hand. And she would 
have the same contempt for Daddy and for Uncle Fred, as 
men, as she would have for fat old slobbery Rover, the New- 
foundland dog. A great, sardonic female contempt, for such 
domesticated /fogs, calling themselves men. 

And the gipsy man himself! Yvette quivered suddenly, as 
as she had seen his big, bold eyes upon her, with the naked 
insinuation of desire in *fhem. The absolutely naked insinua- 
tion of desire made her lie prone and powerless in the bed, as 
if a drug had cast her in a new, molten mould. 

She never confessed to ^anybody that two of the ill-starred 
Window Fund pounds had gone to the -gipsy f ,voman. What if 
Daddy and Aunt Cissie knew that ! Yvette stirred luxuriously 
in the bed. *The thought of the gipsy had released the life of 
her limbs, and crystallised in her heart the hate of thje rectory : 
so that now she felt potent, instead of imjfotent. 

When, later, Yvette told Lucille about Aunt Cissie's dramatic 
interlude in the bedroom doorway, Lucille was indignant. 

“Oh, hang it a?l!” ^ri*d she. “She might let it drop now. I 
shduld think we've he&u enough about it by now! Good 
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heavens, you'd think Aunt Cissie was a perfect bird of para- 
dise ! Daddy's dropped it, and after all, it's his business if it's 
anybody's. Let Aunt Cissie shut up!" 

It was'the very fact that the rector had dropped it, and that 
he again treated the vague and inconsiderate Yvette as if she 
were some specially-licensed being, that kept Aunt Cissie's bile 
flowing. The fact that Yvette really was most of the time un- 
aware of other people's feelings, and being unaware, couldn't 
care about them, nearly ser\t 7 Aunt Cissie mad. Why should 
that youn$ creature, with a delinquent mother, go through 
life as a privileged bejng, even unaware of other people's 
existence, though they were und^r her nose? 

Lucille at this time was J very irritable. She seemed as if she 
simply went a little unbalanced, when she entered the rectory. 
Poor Lucille, she was so thoughtful and responsible. She did 
all the extra troubling, thought about doctors, medicines, 
servants, and all that sort of thing. She slaved conscientiously 
at her job all day in town, working in a room with artificial 
light from ten till five. And she came home to have her nerves 
rubbed almost td frenzy by Granny’s horrible and persistent 
inquisitiveness and parasitic agedness. 

The affair of \he Window I 7 und had apparently blown over, 
but there remained a stuffy tension in the atmosphere. The 
weather continued bad. Lucille stayed at home on the after- 
noon of her half holiday, and did herself no good by it. 
The rector was in his study, she and Yvette were making a 
dress for the latter young woman, Granny was resting f>n the 
couch. 

The dress was of blue silk velours, French material, and was 
going to be very becoming. Lucillf made Yvette try it on 
again: she was nervously uneasy '"bout the hang under the 
arms. 

"Oh, bother!" cried Yvette, stretching her long, tender, 
childish arms, that tended to go bluish with the cold. “Don't 
be so frightfully f ussy , Lucille ! It’s quite all right." 

“If that's all the thanks I get, slaving my hilf-day away 
making dresses for you, I might as well do something for 
myself ! " 

“Well, Lucille ! You know I never asked you ! You know 
you can’t bear it unless you do supervise," said Yvette, with 
that irritating blandness of hers, as shf^nised her naked elbows 
and peered over her shoulder into t|<» long mirror. 
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“Oh ytsl you never asked me!" cried Lucille. “As* if I 
didn't know what you meant, when you started sighing and 
flounting about." 

“I!" said Yvette, with vague surprise. “Why, wHen did I 
start sighing and flouncing -about?" 

“Of course, ypu know you did." 

“Did I? No, I didn’t know! When was it?" Yvette could 
put a peculiar annoyance into her mild, straying questions. 

“I shan't do another thing to* this frock, if you don't stand 
still and stop it," said Lucille, in her rather sonorous, burning 
voice. 

“You know you are most awfully nagging and irritable, 
Lucille," said Yvette, standing as if on hot bricks. 

“Now, Yvette!" cried Lucille, her eyes suddenly flashing 
in her sister's face, with wild flashes. “Stop it at once ! Why 
should everybody put up with your abominable and over- 
bearing temper?" 

“Well, I don’t know about my temper," said Yvette, writh- 
ing slowly out of the half-made frock, and^slipping into her 
dress again. 

Then, with an obstinate little look on her face, she sat down 
again at the table, in the gloomy afternoon, apd began to*sew 
a^the blue stuff. The room was littered with blue clippings, 
the scissors were lying on the floor, the work-basket was 
spilled in chaos all over the table, and a second mirror was 
perched perilously on the piano. 

Graftny, wfyo had been in a semi-coma, called a doze, roused 
hfcrself on the big, soft couch and put her cap straight. 

“I don't get much peace for my nap," she said, slowly feel- 
ing her thin white hair, %o see that it was in order. She had 
heard vague noises. 

Aunt Cissie came in, fumbling in a bag for a chocolate. 

“I never saw such a mess!" she said. “You'd better clear 
some of that litter away, Yvette." 

“All right," said Yvette. “I will in a minute." 

“Which nteans never!" sneered Aunt Cissie, suddenly dart- 
ing and picking up the scissors. 

There was silence for a few moments, <*and Lucille slowly 
pushed her hands in her hair, as she read a book. 

“You'd better clear away, Yvette," persisted Aunt Cissie. 

“I will, before tea,* Replied Yvette, rising once more and 
puBing the blue dress wer her head, flourishing her long. 
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naked arms through the sleeveless arm-holes. Then she went 
between the mirrors to look at herself once more. 

As sh^ did so, she sent the second mirror, that she had 
perched carelessly on the piano, sliding with a rattle to 
the floor. Luckily it did not break. But everybody started 
badly. 

“She's smashed the mirror !” cried Aunt Cissie. 

“Smashed a mirror! Whicty mirror! Who's smashed it?" 
came Granny's sharp voice.* 

“I havenit smashed anything/' came the calm voice of 
Yvette. “It's quite all 'ight.” 

“You'd better not perch, it up -there again/' said Lucille. 

Yvette, with a little impatient shrug at all the fuss, tried 
making the mirror stand in another place. She was not 
successful. 

“If one had a fire in one’s own room/' she said crossly, 
“one needn't have a bt of people fussing when one wants to 
sew.” 

“Which mirror are you moving about?” asked Granny. 

“One of our own that came from the vicarage/' said Yvette 
rudely. 

“Don't break dt in this house, wherever it came from,” said 
Granny. ^ 

There was a sort of family dislike for the furniture that had 
belonged to She-who-was-Cynthia. It was most of it shoved 
into the kitchen and the servants’ bedrooms. 

“Oh, Vm not superstitious,” said Yvette, “ab9ut mirrors or 
any of that sort of thing.” 

“Perhaps you’re not,” said Granny. “People who never take 
the responsibility for their own actions usually don't see what 
happens.” 

“After all,” said Yvette, “I may say it's my own looking- 
glass, even if I did break it.” 

“And I say," ‘'said Granny, “that there shall be no mirrors 
broken in this house, if we can help it; no matter who they 
belong to, or did belong to. Cissie, have I got my cap 
straight?” 

Aunt Cissie werft over and straightened the old lady. Yvette 
loudly and irritatingly trilled a tuneless tune. 

“And now, Yvette, will you please clear away?” said Aunt 
Cissie. 

“Oh, bother!” cried Yvette angrJJ. “It's simply awful to 
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live with a lot of people who are always nagging and fussing 
over trifles.” 

“What people, may I ask?” said Aunt Cissie ominously. 

Another row was imminent. Lucille looked up witn a queer 
cast in her eyes. In the t\Vo girls, the blood of She-who-was- 
Cynthia was roused. 

“Of course you may ask! You know quite well I mean the 
people in this beastly house,” spid the outrageous Yvette. 

“At least,” said Granny, “we don’t come of half-depraved 
stock.” 

There was a second's electric paui?. Then Lucille sprang 
from her low seat, with sparks flyrng from her. 

“You shut up ! ” she shouted, in a mast full upon the mottled 
majesty of the old lady. 

The old woman’s breast began to heave with heaven knows 
what emotions. The pause this time, as after the thunderbolt, 
was icy. 

Then Aunt Cissie, livid, sprang upon Lucille, pushing her 
like a fury. , 

“Go to your room ! ” she cried hoarsely. “Go to your room ! ” 

And she proceeded to push the white but fieiy-eyed Luplle 
from the room. Lucille let herself be pushed, while Aunt Cissie 
vociferated : 

“Stay in your room till you’ve apologised for this! — till 
you’ve apologised to the Mater for this!” 

“I shan’t apologise!” came the clear voice of Lucille, from 
the passage, while Aunt Cissie shoved her. 

,, Aunt Cissie drove her more wildly upstairs. 

Yvette stood tall and bemused in the sitting-room, with the 
air of offended dignity, af the same time bemused, which was 
so odd on her. She still was bare-armed, in the half-made blue 
dress. And even she was half aghast at Lucille’s attack on the 
majesty of age. But also, she was coldly indignant against 
Granny's aspersion of the maternal blood inMieir veins. 

“Of coursg I' meant no offence,” said Granny. 

“Didn’t you?” said Yvette coolly. 

“Of course not. ^only said we're not depraved, just because 
we happen to be superstitious about breaking mirrors.” 

Yvette could hardly believe her ears. Had she heard right? 
Was it possible! Or was Granny, at her age, just telling a bare- 
faced lie? 

Yvette knew tha{ the % 8ld woman was telling a cqpl, bare- 



THE VIRGIN AND THE GIPSY 3J 

faced* lie. But already, so quickly. Granny believed her own 
statement. 

The rector appeared, having left time for a lull. 

“What’s wrong?” he asked cautiously, genially. 

“Oh, nothing!” drawled Yvette.. “Lucille told Granny to 
shut up when she was saying something. And Aunt Cissie 
drove her up to her room. Tant de bruit pour une omelette! 
Though Lucille was a bit over the mark, that time.” 

The old lady couldn’t catch, \Vhat Yvette said. 

“Lucille really will have to learn to control her nerves,” said 
the old wOTian. “The imrror fell down, and it worried me. I 
said so to i vette, and sne said sojnething about superstitions 
and the people in the beasfly house. I told her the people in 
the house were not depraved, if they happened to mind when 
a mirror was broken. And at that Lucille flew at me and told 
me to shut up. It really is disgraceful how these children give 
way to their nerves. 1 know it’s nothing but nerves.” 

Aunt Cissie had come in during this speech. At first even 
she was dumb Then it seemed to her, it was as Granny had 
said. 

“I have forbidden her to come down until she comes to 
apologise to the ^Mater,” she said. 

“I doubt if she’ll apolr b is<- ” said the calm, queenly Yvette, 
holding her bare arms. 

"And I don’t want any apology,” said the old lady. “It is 
merely nerves. I don’t know what they’ll come to, if they 
have nerves like that, at their age ! She must take Vibrdfat. — 
I am sure Arthur would like his tea, Cissie.” 

Yvette swept her sewing together, to go upstairs. And 
again she trilled her tune, rather shrill and tuneless. She was 
trembling inwardly. 

"More glad rags!” said her father to her genially. 

“More glad rags ! ” she reiterated sagely, as she sauntered up- 
stairs, with her djy dress over her arm. She wanted to console 
Lucille, and ask her how the blue stuff hung now. 

At the first landing she stood as she nearly always did, to 
gaze through the window that looked to the road and the 
bridge. Like the Lady of Shalott, she seemed always to 
imagine that someone would come along singing Tirra-lirral 
or something equally intelligent, by the river. 
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It was nearly tea-time. The snowdrops were out by* the short 
drive going to the gate from the side of the house, and the 
gardener was pottering at the round, damp flower-beds 
on the wet grass that sloped to the stream. Past the gate 
went the whitish, muddy road, crossing the stone bridge 
almost immediately, and winding in a curve up to the steep, 
clustering, stony, smoking northern village, that perched 
over the grim stone mills which Jfvette could see ahead 
down the narrow valley, f their tall chimneys long and 
erect. 

The rectory was on one side the Papple, in the rather steep 
valley, the village was beyond and above, farther down, on 
the other side the swift stream. At the back of the rectory 
the hill went up steep, with a grove of dark, bare larches, 
through which the road disappeared. And immediately across 
stream from the rectory; facing the house, the river-bank rose 
steep and bushy, up to the sloping, dreafy meadows, that 
sloped up again to dark hillsides of trees, with grey rock 
cropping out. 

^But from the end of the house, Yvette could only see the 
road curving round past the wall with its laurel hedge, down 
to the bridge, then up again round the shoulder to that first 
hard cluster of houses in Papplewick village, beyond the dry- 
stone^ walls of the steep fields. 

She always expected something to come down the slant of 
\he road from Papplewick, and she always lingered at the 
landing window. Often a-cart came, or a motor-car, or a lorry 
with stone, or a labourer, or one of the servants. But never 
anybody who sang Tirra-lirra ! by the river. The tirra-lirraing 
days seem to have gone by. 

This day, however, round the corner on th$ white-grey road, 
between the grass and the low stone walls, a roan horse came 
stepping bravely and briskly down-hill, driven by a man in a 
cap, perched on the front of his light cart. The man swayed 
loosely to the swing of the cart, as the horse stepped down- 
hill, in the silent sombreness of the afternoon. At the back of 
the cart, long duster-brooms of reed and feather stuck out, 
nodding on their sta^ of cane. 

<Yvette stood close t<0fjthe window, and put the casement- 
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cloth curtains behind her, clutching her bare upper arms with 
her hands. 

At the, foot of the slope the horse started into a brisk trot to 
the bridge. The cart rattled on the stone bridge, the brooms 
bobbed and flustered, the driver sat as if in a kind of dream, 
swinging along. It was like something seen in a sleep. 

But as he crossed the end of the bridge, and was passing 
along the rectory wall, he looked up at the grim stone house 
that seemed to have backed away from the gate, under the 
hill. Yvette moved her hands quickly on her arms. And as 
quickly, from under thfc peak of his cap, he had seen her, his 
swarthy predative face w ns alert! 

He pulled up suddenly at the white gate, still gazing up- 
wards at the landing window; while Yvette, always clasping 
her cold and mottled arms, still gazed abstractedly down at 
him from the window. 

His head gave a little, quick jerk of signal, and he led his 
horse well aside, on to the grass. Then, limber and alert, he 
turned back the ^tarpaulin of the cart, fetched out various 
articles, pulled forth two or three of the long brooms of reed 
or ^irkey-feathers, covered the cart, and turned towards the 
house, looking \!p at Yvette as he opened the white gate. 

She nodded to him, and flew to the bathroom to put on her 
dress, hoping she had disguised her nod so that he wouldn't be 
sure she had nodded. Meanwhile she heard the hoarse, deep 
roaring of that old fool, Rover, punctuated by the yapping of 
that young idiot, Trixie. 

She and the housemaid arrived at the same moment at the 
sitting-room door. 

“Was it the man selling brooms?'' said Yvette to the maid. 
“All right!" and she opened the door. “Aunt Cissie, there’s a 
man selling brooms. Shall I go?" 

“What sort of a man?" said Aui(t Cissie, who was sitting 
at tea with the Sector and the Mater : the girls having been 
excluded for once from the meal. 

“A man with a cart," said Yvette. 

“A gipsy,” said the maid. 

Of course Aunt fcissie rose at once. She had to look at 
him. 

The gipsy stood at the back door, under the steep, dark 
bank where the larches grew. ThfVjfcftg brooms flourished 
from ong hand, and from the othernungi various objects of 
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shining copper and brass : a saucepan, a candlestick, plates of 
beaten copper. The man himself was neat and dapper, almost 
rakish, in his dark green cap and double-breasted gre tf en check 
coat. But his manner* was. subdued, very quiet: and at the 
same time proud, with a touch of condescension and aloofness. 

“Anything tp-day, lady?” he said, looking at Aunt Cissie 
with dark, shrewd, searching eyes, but putting a very quiet 
tenderness into his voice. 

Aunt Cissie saw how handsome he was, saw the flexible 
curve of his lips under the line of black maustache, and she 
was fluttered. The merest hint of roughness or aggression on 
the man’s part would have made her shut the door con- 
temptuously in his face. But he managed to insinuate such 
a subtle suggestion of submission into his male bearing, that 
she began to hesitate. 

“The candlestick is lovely!” said Yvette. “Did you make 
it?” 

And she looked up at the man with her naive, childlike 
eyes, that were as capable of double meamng as his own. 

“Yes, lady!” He looked back into her eyes for a second, 
with that naked suggestion of desire which acted on her like 
a spell, and robbed her of her will. Her tender face seemed 
to go into a sleep. 

“It's awfully nice!” she murmured vaguely. 

Aunt Cissie began to bargain for the candlestick: which 
was fr low, thick stem of copper, rising from a double bowl. 
With patient aloofness the man attended to her, without ever 
'•looking at Yvette, who leaned against the doorway and 
watched in a muse. 

“How is your wife?” she asked him suddenly, when Aunt 
Cissie had gone indoors to show the candlestick to the rector, 
and ask him if he thought it was worth it. 

The man looked fully at Yvette, and a scarcely discernible 
smile curled his lips. His eyes did not smile': the insinuation 
in them only hardened to a glare. 

“She’s all right. When are you coming that way again?” 
he murmured in *a low, caressive, intimate voice. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Yvette vaguely. 

“You come Fridays, when I’m there,” he said. 

Yvette gazed pver his shoulder as if she had not heard him. 
Aiint Cissie returnedi'&ith the candlestick and the money to 
pay for it. Yvette turned nonchalant away, trilling one of 
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her broken tunes, abandoning the whole affair with a certain 
rudeness. 

Nevertheless, hiding this time at the landing window, she 
Stood to watch the man go. What she wanted to know was 
whether he really had any power over her. She did not intend 
him to see her this time. 

She saw him go down to the gate, with his brooms and pans, 
and out to the cart. He careSully stowed away his pans and 
his brooms and fixed down the tarpaulin over the cart. Then 
with a slow, effortless spring of his flexible loins, he was on 
the cart^again, and teaching the horse with the reins. The 
roan horse was away at.%once, the cart-wheels grinding up- 
hill, and soon the man was gone, without looking round. 
Gone like a dream which was only a dream, yet which she 
could not shake off. 

“No, he hasn’t any power over me!” she said to herself: 
rather disappointed really, because she wanted somebody, or 
something, to have power over her. 

She went up to reason with the pale and overwrought 
Lucille, scolding her for getting into a state over nothing. 

“yVhat does it matter ,” she expostulated, “if you told 
Granny to shuf up! Why. everybody ought to be told to 
shut up when they’re being beastly. But she didn’t mean it, 
you know. No, she didn’t mean it. And she’s quite sorry she 
said it. There’s absolutely no reason to make a fuss. Come on, 
let’s dress ourselves up and sail down to dinner like duchesses. 
Let’s have our own back that way. Come on, feucille!” 

There was something strange and mazy, like having cob- 
webs over one’s face, about Yvet^’s vague blitheness; her 
queer, misty side-stepping from an unpleasantness. It was 
cheering, too. But it was like walking in one of those autumn 
mists, when gossamer strands blow over your face. You don’t 
quite know where you are. 

She succeeded* however, in persuading Lucille, and the girls 
got out their best party frocks: Lucille in grfeer* and silver, 
Yvette in a pale lilac colour with turquoise chenille threading. 
A little rouge and # powder, and their best slippers, and the 
gardens of paradise began to blossom. Yvette hummed and 
looked at herself, and put on her most degage airs of one of 
the young marchionesses. She had an odd w^ of slanting her 
eyebrows and pursing her lips, and a# appearances detach- 
ing’ her^plf from every earthly cofcsidenat^pn, and floating 
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through the cloud of her own pearl-coloured reserves. It was 
amusing, and not quite convincing. 

“Of course I am beautiful, Lucille,” she said blandly. “And 
you're perfectly lovely, now you look a bit reproachful. Of 
course you're the most aristocratic of the two of us, with your 
nose! And now your eyes look reproachful, that adds an 
appealing look* and you’re perfect, perfectly lovely. But I’m 
more winning , in a way. — Don’t you agree?” She turnejd with 
arch, complicated simplicity to Lucille. 

She was truly simple in what she said. It was just what she 
thought. But it gave no hint of the vdiy different feeling that 
also preoccupied her: the feeling .".hat she had been looked 
upon, not from the outside, but from the inside, from her 
secret female self. She was dressing herself up and looking 
her most dazzling, just to counteract the effect that the gipsy 
had had on her, when he had looked at her, and seen none 
of her pretty face and her pretty ways, but just the dark, 
tremulous potent secret of her virginity. 

The two girls started downstairs in state »when the dinner- 
gong rang: but they waited till they heard the voices of the 
men. Then they sailed down and into the sitting-room, Yvette 
preening herself in her vague, debonair way, always a little bit 
absent; and Lucille shy, ready to burst into tears. 

“My goodness gracious!” exclaimed Aunt Cissie, who was 
still wearing her dark-brown knitted sports coat. “What an 
apparition! Wherever do you think you’re going?” 

“We’re dining with the family,” said Yvette naively, “and 
" we’ve put on our best gewgaws in honour of the occasion.” 

The rector laughed aloud, and Uncle Fred said : 

“The family feels itself highly honoured.” 

Both the elderly men were quite gallant, which was what 
Yvette wanted. 

“Come and let me feel your dresses, do!” said Granny. “Are 
they your best? It is a shame I can’t see thein.” 

“To-night* Mater,” said Uncle Fred, “we shall have to take 
the young ladies in to dinner, and live up to the honour. Will 
you go with Cissie?” 

“I certainly will,” said Granny. “Youth and beauty must 
come first.” 

“Well, to-nigtyt. Mater!” said the rector, pleased. 

«And he offered hisfjrUrto Lucille, while Uncle Fred escorted 
Yvette. 
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Blit it was a draggled, dull meal, all the same. Lucille tried 
to be bright and sociable, and Yvette really was most amiable, 
in her v^gue, cobwebby way. Dimly, at the back of her mind, 
she was thinking : Why are we all only like mortal pieces of 
furniture? Why is nothing important ? 

That was her constant refrain to herself: Why is nothing 
important? Whether she was in church, or at a party of young 
people, or dancing in the hotel in the city, the same little 
bubble of a question rose repeatedly on her consciousness: 
Why is nothing important ? 

There Were plenty oftyoung men to make love to her: even 
devotedly. But with impatience* she had to shake them off. 
Why were they so unimportant? — so irritating! 

She never even thought of the gipsy. He was a perfectly 
negligible incident. Yet the approach of Friday loomed 
strangely significant. "What are we doing on Friday?'* she 
said to Lucille. To which Lucille replied that they were doing 
nothing. And Yvette was vexed. 

Friday came, and in spite of herself she thought all day of 
the quarry off the road up high Bonsall Head. She wanted to 
be yiere. That was all she was conscious of. She wanted to 
be there. She Had not even a dawning idea of going there. 
Besides, it was raining again. But as she sewed the blue 
dress, finishing it for the party up at Lambley Close to- 
morrow, she just felt that her soul was up there, at the quarry, 
among the caravans, with the gipsies. Like one lost, or whose 
soul was stolen, she was not present in her body, the shell of 
her body. Her intrinsic body was away at the quarry, among 
the caravans. ^ 

The next day, at the party, she nad no idea that she was 
being sweet to Leo. She had no idea that she was snatching 
him away from the tortured Ella Framley. Not until, when 
she was eating her pistachio ice, he*said to her: 

“Why don't ybu and me get engaged, Yvette? 1m abso- 
lutely sure it's the right thing for us both.” 

Leo was a bit common, but good-natured and well off. 
Yvette quite liked Jiim. But engaged! How perfectly silly! 
She felt like offering him a set of her silk underwear, to get 
engaged to. 

“But I thought it was Ella ! " she said, in wonder. 

“Well! It might ha’ been, but fojfjDu. it's your doings, 
you knojv! Ever since those gipsies Hold yoyr fortune, I felt 
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it was me or nobody, for you, and you or nobody, for me.” 

“Really!” said Yvette, simply lost in amazement. “Really!” 

“Didn’t you feel a bit the same?” he asked. 

“Really!” Yvette kept on gasping softly, like a fish. 

“You felt a bit the same, didn’t you?” he said. 

“What? About what?” she asked, coming to. 

“About me,*as I feel about you.” 

"Why? What? Getting engaged, you mean? I? No! 
Why, how could I? I could never have dreamed of such an 
impossible thing.” 

She spoke with her usual heedless candour, utterly un- 
occupied with his feelings. 

“What was to prevent you?” he said, a bit nettled. “1 
thought you did.” 

“Did you really now?” she breathed in amazement, with 
that soft, virgin, heedless candour which made her her 
admirers and her enemies. 

She was so completely amazed, there was nothing for him 
to do but twiddle his thumbs in annoyance* 

The music began, and he looked at her. 

“No! 1 won’t dance any more,” she said, drawing herself 
up and gazing away rather loftily over the assembly, as if he 
did not exist. There was a touch of puzzled wonder on her 
brow, and her soft, dim, virgin face did indeed suggest the 
snowdrop of her father’s pathetic imagery. 

“Bwt of course you will dance,” she said, turning to him 
with young condescension. “Do ask somebody to have this 
■^with you.” 

He rose, angry, and went down the room. 

She remained soft and’ remote in her amazement. Expect 
Leo to propose to her! She might as well have expected old 
Rover the Newfoundland dog to propose to her. Get engaged, 
to any man on earth ? N6, good heavens, nothing more ridicu- 
lous could be imagined ! 

It was.th/*n; in a fleeting side-thought, that she realised that 
the gipsy existed. Instantly, she was indignant. Him, of all 
things! Him! Never! 

“Now why?” she asked herself, again in hushed amazement. 
“Why? It’s absolutely impossible : absolutely ! So why is it?” 

This was a nut to crack. She looked at the young man 
dancing, elbows outrtoips prominent, waists elegantly in. 
They gave her no clue tc her problem. Yet she did pajticularly 
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dislike the forced elegance of the waists and the prominent 
hips, over which the well-tailored coats hung with such 
effeminate discretion. 

“There is something about me which they don't see and 
never would see," she said angrily Xo herself. And at the same 
time, she was relieved that they didn’t and couldn’t. It made 
life so very much simpler. 

And again, since she was qne of the people who are con- 
scious in visual images, she' saw the dark-green jersey rolled 
on the black trousers of the gipsy, his fine, quick hips, alert 
as eyes. *»They were ekgant. The elegance of these dancers 
seemed so stuffed, hips n$erely ^vadded with flesh. Leo the 
same, thinking himself such a fine dancer! and a fine figure 
of a fellow! 

Then she saw the gipsy’s face; the straight nose, the slender 
mobile lips, and the level, significant stare of the black eyes, 
which seemed to shoot her in some vital, undiscovered place, 
unerring. 

She drew herself up angrily. How dared he look at her like 
that? So she gazed glaringly at the insipid beaux on the 
dancing-floor. And she despised him. Just as the raggle- 
taggle gipsy wcmen despise men who are not gipsies, despise 
their dog-like walk down the streets, she found herself 
despising this crowd. Where among them was the subtle, 
lonely, insinuating challenge that could reach her? 

She did not want to mate with a house-dog. M 

Her sensitive nose turned up, her soft browr^hair fell like 
a soft sheath round her tender, flower-like face, as she sat 
musing. She seemed so virginal. At the same time, there was 
a touch of the tall young virgin witch ^bout her, that made 
the house-dog men shy off. She might metamorphose into 
something uncanny before you knew where you were. 

This made her lonely, in spite of*all the courting. Perhaps 
the courting only made her lonelier. 

Leo, who was a sort of mastiff among the hoyse-dogs, re- 
turned after his dance, with fresh cheery-o! courage. 

“You’ve had a little think about it, haven’t you?” he said, 
sitting down beside*her: a comfortable, well-nourished, deter- 
mined sort of fellow. She did nut know why it irritated her so 
unreasonably, when he hitched up his trousers at the knee, 
over his good-sized but not very Mi^ingi/lshed legs, and 
lowbred himself assuredly on to a cfiair. 
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“Have I?” she said vaguely. “About what?” 

“Ypu know what about," he said. “Did you make up your 
mind?" 

“Make up my mind about what?” she asked innocently. 

In her upper consciousness, she truly had forgotten. 

“Oh!” said Leo, settling his trousers again. “About me and 
you getting erfgaged, you know.” He was almost as off-hand 
as she. 

“Oh, that’s absolutely impossible,” she said, with mild 
amiability, as if it were some stray question among the rest. 
“Why, I never even thought of it again. Oh, don’t talk 
about that sort of nonsense!' That, sort of thing is absolutely 
impossible,” she reiterated like a child. 

“That sort of thing is, is it?” he said, with an odd smile 
at her calm, distant assertion. “Well, what sort of thing is 
possible, then? You don’t want to die an old maid, do you?” 

“Oh, I don’t mind,” she said absently. 

“I do,” he said. 

She turned round and looked at him in wonder. 

“Why?” she said. "Why should you mind if I was an old 
maid?” 

“Every reason in the world,” he said, looking up at her with 
a bold, meaningful smile, that wanted to make its meaning 
blatant, if not patent. 

But instead of penetrating into some deep, secret place, and 
shootjng her there, Leo’s bold and patent smile only hit her 
on the outsidf of the body, like a tennis ball, and caused- the 
same kind of sudden irritated reaction. 

“I think this sort of thing is awfully silly,” she said, with 

minx-like spite. “Why, ydu’re practically engaged to — to ” 

she pulled herself up in time — “probably half a dozen other 
girls. I’m not flattered by what you’ve said. I should hate it 
if anybody knew! — Hate it! — I shan’t breathe a word of it, 
and I hope you’ll have the sense not to. — Tlere’s Ella!” 

And keeping her face averted from him, she sailed away 
like a tali, soft flower, to join poor Ella Framley. 

Leo flapped his white gloves. 

“Catty little bitch!” he said to himself.’’ But he was of the 
mastiff type, he rather liked the kitten to fly in his face. He 
began definitely to single her out. 
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VI 

The next week it poured again with* rain. And this irritated 
Yvette with strange anger. She had intended it should be fine. 
Especially she insisted it should be fine towards the week-end. 
Why, she did not ask herself. 

Thursday, the half-holiday, # came with a hard frost, and sun. 
Leo arrived with his car, the usual bunch. Yvette disagreeably 
and unaccountably refused to go. 

“No, tfcanks, I don’t#feel like it/' she said. 

She rather enjoyed beiijg Mary-Mary-quite-contrary. 

Then she went for a walk by herself, up the frozen hills, to 
the Black Rocks. 

The next day also came sunny and frosty. It was February, 
but in the north country the ground did not thaw in the sun. 
Yvette announced that she was going for a ride on her bicycle, 
and taking her lun^h as she might not be back till afternoon. 

She set off, noj hurrying. In spite of the frost, the sun had 
a touch of spring. In the park, the deer were standing in 
the distance, in the sunlight, to be warm. One doe, white- 
spotted, walked slowly across the motionless landscape. 

Cycling, Yvette found it difficult to keep her hands warm, 
even when bodily she was quite hot. Only when she had to 
walk up the long hill, to the top, and there was no wind. 

The upland was very bare and clear, like another world. 
She had climbed on to another level. She cycled slowly, a 
little afraid of taking the wrong lane, in the vast maze of 
stone fences. As she passed along the lane she thought was 
the right one, she heard a faint taping noise, with a slight 
metallic resonance. 

The gipsy man was seated on the ground with his back to 
the cart shaft, hammering a copper bowl. He was in the sun, 
bare-headed, bu* wearing his green jersey. Three srnaU children 
were moving quietly round, playing in the horse’s shelter : the 
horse and cart were gone. An old woman, bent, with* a kerchief 
round her head, was cooking over a fire of sticks. The only 
sound was the rajfld, ringing tap-tap-tap of the small hammer 
on the dull copper. 

The man looked up at once, as Yvette stepped from her 
bicycle, but he did not move, thoujhJie ceased hammering. 
A delicate, barely discernible smile (J'tnumph was on his face. 

G* 
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The old woman looked round, keenly, from under her dirty 
grey hair. The man spoke a half-audible word to her, and she 
turned again to her fire. He looked up at Yvette. 

“How are you all getting on?” she asked politely. 

“All right, eh! You sit down a minute?” He turned as he sat, 
and pulled a stool from under the caravan for Yvette. Then, 
as she wheeled* her bicycle to the side of the quarry, he started 
hammering again, with that bircj-like, rapid light stroke. 

Yvette went to the fire to warm her hands. 

“Is this the dinner cooking?” she asked childishly of the 
old gipsy, as she spread her long tender hands, mottled red 
with the cold, to the embers: 

“Dinner, yes!” said the old woman, "tor mm! Ana ior tne 
children.” 

She pointed with the long fork at the three black-eyed, 
staring children, who were staring at her from under their 
black fringes. But they were clean. Only the old woman was 
not clean. The quarry itself they had kept perfectly clean. 

Yvette crouched in silence, warming her J hands. The man 
rapidly hammered away with intervals of silence. The old 
hag slowly climbed the steps to the third, oldest caravan. The 
children began to play again, like little wild* animals, quiet 
and busy. 

“Are they your children?” asked Yvette, rising from the fire 
and turning to the man. 

He Jooked her in the eyes and nodded. 

“But where’f your wife?” 

“She's gone but with the basket. They’ve all gone out, cart 
and all, selling things. I don’t go selling things, I make them, 
but I don’t go selling them: Not often. I don’t often.” 

“You make all the copper and brass things?” she said. 

He nodded, and again offered her the stool. She sat down. 

“You said you’d be here on Fridays,” she said. “So I came 
this way, as it was so fine.” 

“Very fine day!” said the gipsy, looking at her cheek, that 
was still a bit blanched by the cold, and the soft hair over her 
reddened ear, and^the long, still mottled hands on her knee. 

“You get cold, riding a bicycle?” he ask£d. 

“My hands!” she said, clasping them nervously. 

“You didn’t wear gloves?” 

“I did, but the) weren’t much good.” 

v CoId comes through, / le said. 
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“Yes!” she replied. 

The old woman came slowly, grotesquely down the steps of 
the caravan, with some enamel plates. 

“The dinner cooked, eh?” he called softly. 

The old woman muttered something as she spread the plates 
near the fire. Two pots hung from a long, iron, horizontal bar 
over the embers of. the fire. A little pan seethed on a small 
iron tripod. In the sunshine, heat and vapour wavered together. 

He put down his tools and the pot and rose from the ground. 

“You eat something along of us?” he ^sked Yvette, not 
looking # her. 

“Oh, I brought my lun^h,” said Yvette. 

“You eat some stew?” he said. And again he called quietly, 
secretly to the old woman, who muttered in answer, as she 
slid the iron pot towards the end of the bar. 

“Some beans, and some mutton in it,” he said. 

“Oh, thanks awfully!” said Yvette. Then, suddenly taking 
courage, added: “Well, yes, just a very little, if I may.” 

She went across to untie her lunch from her bicycle, and 
he went up the steps to his own caravan. After a minute, he 
emerged, wiping his hands on a towel. 

*You want %> come up and wash your hands?” he said. 

“No, I think not,” she said. “They are clean.” 

He threw away his wash-water and set off down the road 
with a high brass jug to fetch clean water from the spring that 
trickled into a small pool, taking a cup to dip it with. 

When he returned, he set the jug and the cup by tAe fire, 
and fetched himself a short log to sit on. The children sat on 
the floor by the fire, in a cluster, eating beans and bits of meat 
with spoon or fingers. The man \>n the log ate in silence, 
absorbedly. The woman made coffee in the black pot on the 
tripod, hobbling upstairs for the cups. There was silence in the 
camp. Yvette sat on her stool, having taken off her hat and 
shaken her hair# in the sun. 

“How many children have you?” Yvette Risked suddenly. 

“Say five,” he replied slowly, as he looked up fnto her eyes. 

And again the bird of her heart sank down and seemed to 
die. Vaguely, as irta dream, she received from him the cup of 
coffee. She was aware only of his silent figure, sitting like a 
shadow there on the log, with an enamel cup in his hand, 
drinking his coffee in silence. Her vvd|L had departed from her 
lirtibs, he had power over her : his ,Jnaaow was on her. 
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• And he, as he blew his hot coffee, was aware of one thing 
only, the mysterious fruit of her virginity, her perfect tender- 
ness in the body. 

At length he put down his coffee-cup by the fire, then 
looked round at her. Her hair fell across her face as she tried 
to sip from the hot cup. On her face was that tender look of 
sleep, which a*nodding’ flower has when it is full out. Like a 
mysterious early flower, she was full out, like a snowdrop 
which spreads its three white wings in a flight into the waking 
sleep of its brief blossoming. The waking sleep of her full- 
opened virginity, entranced like a snowdrop in the sunshine, 
was upon her. 

The gipsy, supremely aware of her, waited for her like the 
substance of shadow, as shadow waits and is there. 

At length his voice said, without breaking the spell : 

“You want to go in my caravan now and wash your hands?” 

The childlike, sleepwaking eyes of her moment of perfect 
virginity looked into his, unseeing. She was only aware of the 
dark, strange effluence of him bathing her limbs, washing her 
at last purely will-less. She was aware of him, as a dark, com- 
plete power. 

“I think I might,” she said. 

He rose silently, then turned to speak, in a low command, 
to the old woman. And then again he looked at Yvette, and 
putting his power over her, so that she had no burden of her- 
self, or of action. 

“Come!” he said. 

r She followed" simply, followed the silent, secret, over-power- 
ing motion of his body in front of her. It cost her nothing. 
She was gone in his will. * 

He was at the top of the steps, and she at the foot, when she 
became aware of an intruding sound. She stood still at the 
foot of the steps. A motor-car was coming. He stood at the 
top of the steps, looking round strangely. The old woman 
harshly called something, as with rapidly increasing sound a 
car rushed ntar. It was passing. 

Then they heard the cry of a woman’s voice and the brakes 
on the car. It had pulled up just beyond the quarry. 

The gipsy came down the steps, having closed the door of 
the caravan. 

"You want to f ut your hat on,” he said to her. 

Obediently she went: tophe stool by the fire and took up her 
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hat.’ He sat down by the cart-wheel, darkly, and took up his 
tools. The rapid tap-tap-tap of his hammer, rapid and angry 
now lik$ the sound of a tiny machine-gun, broke out just as 
the voice of the woman was heard crying : 

“May we warm our hands at the camp-fire ?” 

She advanced, dressed in a sleek but bulky coat of sable fur. 
A man followed, in a blue greatcoat; pulling off his fur gloves 
and pulling out a pipe. 

“It looked so tempting,”* said the woman in the coat of 
many dead little animals, smiling a broad, half-condescending, 
half-hesittint simper atfDund the company. 

No one said a word. 

She advanced to the fire, shuddering a little inside her coat 
with the cold. They had been driving in an open car. 

She was a very small woman, with a rather large nose: 
probably a Jewess. Tiny almost as a child, in that sable coat 
she looked much more bulky than she should, and her wide, 
rather resentful blown eyes of a spoilt Jewess gazed oddly out 
of her expensive* get-up. 

She crouched over the low fire, spreading her little hands, 
on # which diamonds and emeralds glittered. 

“Ugh!” she%huddered “Of course we ought not to have 
come in an open car ! But my husband won’t even let me say 
I’m cold!” She looked round at him with her large, childish, 
reproachful eyes, that had still the canny shrewdness of a 
bourgeois Jewess: a rich one, probably. 

Apparently she was in love, in a Jewess’s curjous way, with 
the big, blond man. He looked back at her with his abstracted 
blue eyes, that seemed to have no lashes, and a small smile 
creased his smooth, curiously nakeft cheeks. The smile didn't 
mean anything at all. 

He was a man one connects instantly with winter sports, 
ski-ing and skating. Athletic, unconnected with life, he slowly 
filled his pipe, pressing in the tobacco with long, powerful, 
reddened finger. 

The Jewess looked at him to see if she got any response 
from him. Nothing at all, but that odd, blank smile. She 
turned again to tlie fire, tilting her eyebrows and looking at 
her small, white, spread hands. 

He slipped off his heavily-lined coat and appeared in one of 
the handsome, sharp-patterned knittjd^jerse^s, in yellow and 
grey aryi black, over well-cut trousifrs, rajher wide. Yes, tJley 
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were both expensive! And he had a magnificent figure, an 
athletic, prominent chest. Like an experienced camper, he 
began building the fire together quietly : like a spldier on 
campaign. 

“D’you think they’d min'd if we put some fir-cones on to 
make a blaze?” he asked of Yvette, with a silent glance at the 
hammering gipsy. 

“Love it, 1 should think,” said Yvette in a daze, as the spell 
of the gipsy slowly left her, feeling stranded and blank. 

The man went to the car, and returned with a little sack of 
cones, from which he drew a handful.# 

“Mind if we make a blaze ! ” he « ailed to the gipsy. 

“Eh?” 

“Mind if we make a blaze with a few cones?” 

"You go ahead ! ” said the gipsy. 

The man began placing the cones lightly, carefully on the 
red embers. And soon, one by one, they caught fire, and 
burned like roses of flame, with a sweet scent. 

“Ah, lovely! lovely!” cried the little Jewess, looking up at 
her man again. He looked down at her quite kindly, like the 
sun on ice. “Don’t you love fire? Oh, I love it!” the little 
Jewess cried to Yvette, across the hammering. 

The hammering annoyed her. She looked round with a 
slight frown on. her fine little brows, as if she would bid the 
man stop. Yvette looked round too. The gipsy was bent over 
his cppper bowl, legs apart, head down, lithe arm lifted. 
Already he seemed so far from her. 

'' The man who accompanied the little Jewess strolled over 
to the gipsy and stood in silence looking down on him, hold- 
ing his pipe in his mouth. Now they were two men, like two 
strange male dogs, having to sniff one another. 

“We’re on our honeymoon,” said the little Jewess, with an 
arch, resentful look at Yvette. She spoke in a rather high, 
defiant voice, like some bird, a jay, or a rook? calling. 

“Are you really?” said Yvette. 

“Yes! teeiore we’re married! Have you heard of Simon 
Fawcett?" — she named a wealthy and well-known engineer 
of the north country. “Well, I’m Mrs. Fawcett, and he’s just 
divorcing me!” She looked at Yvette with curious defiance 
and wistfulness. 

“Are you realty ! ” s|i^Yvette. 

She understood nqw tnf look of resentment and defiance in 
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the little Jewess's big, childlike brown eyes. She was an honest 
little thing, but perhaps her honesty was too rational. Perhaps 
it partly explained the notorious unscrupulousness of the* well- 
known Simon Fawcett. 

“Yes! As soon as we get the divorce. I'm going to marry 
Major Eastwood." 

Her cards were npw all on the table. She was not going to 
deceive anybody. 

Behind her, the two men. >Vere talking briefly. She glanced 
round, and fixed the gipsy with her big broyvu eyes. 

He w^s looking up t as if shyly, at the big fellow in the 
sparkling jersey, who w^s standing pipe in mouth, man to 
man, looking down. 

“With the horses back of Arras," said the gipsy, in a low 
voice. 

They were talking war. The gipsy had served with the 
artillery teams in the Major’s own regiment. 

“Ein schoner Mensch!" said the Jewess. “A handsome man, 
eh?" 

For her, too, fhe gipsy was one of the common men, the 
Tommies. 

■•Quite handsome!" said Yvette. 

“You are cycling?" asked the Jewess in a tone of surprise. 

“Yes! Down to Papplewick. My father is rector of Papple- 
wick : Mr. Say well ! " 

“Oh!" said the Jewess. “I know! A clever writer! Verv 
clever! I have read him." 

The fir-cones were all consumed already, fhe fire was a 
tall pile now of crumbling, shattering fire-roses. The sky 
was clouding over for afternoon. % Perhaps towards evening 
it would snow. 

The Major came back and slung himself into his coat. 

"1 thought I remembered his fa<se!" he said. “One of our 
grooms, Ai ma$ with horses." 

“Look!” cried the Jewess to Yvette. “Why don't you let 
us motor you down to Normanton. We live in Storesby. We 
can tie the bicycle on behind." 

“I think I will,' 1 * said Yvette. 

“Come!" called the Jewess to the peeping children, as the 
blond man wheeled away the bicycle. “Come! Come here!" 
and taking out her little purse, she held out«a shilling. 

•“Come!" she cried. “Come and Jake it!" 
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The gipsy had laid down his work and gone into his caravan. 
The old woman called hoarsely to the children from her 
enclosure. The two elder children came stealing forward. The 
Jewess gave them the two bits of silver, a shilling and 'a florin, 
which she had in her purse,* and again the hoarse voice of the 
unseen old woman was heard. 

The gipsy dfescended from his caravan and strolled to the 
fire. The Jewess searched his face with the peculiar bourgeois 
boldness of her race. ‘ . 

“You were in the war, in Major Eastwood’s regiment?” she 
said. 

“Yes, lady!” 

“Imagine you both being here now! — It’s going to snow.” 
She looked up at the sky. 

"Later on,” said the man, looking at the sky. 

He too had gone inaccessible. His race was very old, in its 
peculiar battle with established society, and had no concep- 
tion of winning. Only now and then it could score. 

But since the war, even the old sporting chance of scoring 
now and then was pretty well quenched.' - There was no 
question of yielding. The gipsy’s eyes still had their bold 
look: but it was hardened and directed far avay, the tofich 
of insolent intimacy was gone. He had been through the war. 

He looked at Yvette. 

“You’re going back in the motor-car?” he said. 

"Yes!” she replied, with a rather mincing mannerism. “The 
weather is so treacherous ! ” 

“Treacherous* weather ! ’’ he repeated, looking at the sky. 

She could not tell in the least what his feelings were. In 
truth, she wasn’t very much interested. She was rather 
fascinated, now, by the little Jewess, mother of two children, 
who was taking her wealth away from the well-known 
engineer and transferring it to the penniless, sporting young 
Major Eastwood, who must be five or six years younger than 
she. Rather intriguing ! 

The blond*man returned. 

“A cigarette, Charles!" cried the little Jewess plaintively 

He took out his case slowly, with his slfcw, athletic move- 
ment. Something sensitive in him made him slow, cautious, 
as if he had hurt himself against people. He gave a cigarette 
to his wife, then«one tc^Yvette, then offered the case, quite 
simply, to the gipsy. fnaripsv took one. 
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“Thank you, sir!" 

And he went quietly to the fire, and stooping, lit it at the 
red embers. Both women watched him. 

"Well, good-bye!” said the Jewess,, with her old bourgeois 
freemasonry. “Thank you for the warm fire.” 

“Fire is everybody’s,” said the gipsy. 

The young child .came toddling to him. 

"Good-bye!” said Yvette. “I hope it won’t snow for you.” 

“We don’t mind a bit o£ Show,” said the gipsy. 

"Don’t you?” said Yvette, “i should have thought you 
would ! 

“No!” said the gipsy 

She flung her scarf royally over her shoulder and followed 
the fur coat of the Jewess, which seemed to walk on little legs 
of its own. 


VII 

Yvette was rather thrilled by the Eastwoods, as she called 
them. The little Jewess had only to wait three months now 
for the final degree. She had boldly rented a small summer 
cottage by th# moors up at Scoresby, not far from the hills. 
Now it was dead winter, and she and the Major lived in com- 
parative isolation, without any maid-servant. He had already 
resigned his commission in the regular army, and called him- 
self Mr. Eastwood. In fact, they were already Mr. and Mrs. 
Eastwood to the common world. 

The little Jewess was thirty-six, and her twt> children were 
both over twelve years of age. The husband had agreed that 
she should have the custody, as aoon as she was married to 
Eastwood. 

So there they were, this queer couple, the tiny, finely- 
formed little Jewess with her big,, resentful, reproachful eyes, 
and her mop qf carefully-barbered black, curly hair, an elegant 
little thing in her way; and the big, pale-eyed young man, 
powerful and wintry, the remnant, surely, of*some old un- 
canny Danish stock: living together in a small modem house 
near the moors and the hills, and doing their own housework. 

It was a funny household. The cottage was hired furnished, 
but the little Jewess had brought along her dearest pieces of 
furniture. She had an odd little taste for fche rococo, strange 
curving cupboards inlaid with m^oilr-of-pearl, tortoise-jjiell. 
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ebony, heaven knows what; strange, tall, flamboyant chairs 
from Italy, with sea-green brocade; astonishing saints with 
wind-blown, richly-coloured carven garments and pink faces : 
shelves of weird old Sapce and Capo di Monte figurines: and 
finally, a strange assortment of astonishing pictures painted 
on the back of glass, done probably in the early years of the 
nineteenth century or in the late eighteenth. 

In this crowded and extraordinary interior she received 
Yvette, when the latter made a Stolen visit. A whole system 
of stoves had been installed into the cottage, every comer was 
warm, almost hot. And there was the ^iny rococo figurine of 
the Jewess herself, in a perfect little^ frock and an apron, put- 
ting slices of ham on the dish, while the great snow-bird of a 
major, in a white sweater and grey trousers, cut bread, mixed 
mustard, prepared coffee, and did all the rest. He had even 
made the dish of jugged hare which followed the cold meats 
and caviare. 

The silver and the china were really valuable, part of the 
bride’s trousseau. The Major drank beer from a silver mug, 
the little Jewess and Yvette had champagne fh lovely glasses, 
the Major brought in coffee. They talked away. The little 
Jewess had a burning indignation against her f first husbafid. 
She was intensely moral, so moral, that she was a divorcee. 
The Major, too, strange wintry bird, so powerful, handsome, 
too, in his way, but pale round the eyes as if he had no eye- 
lashes, like a bird, he, too, had a curious indignation against 
life, because of the false morality. That powerful, athletic 
cjtiest hid a straftige, snowy sort of anger. And his tenderness 
f6r the little Jewess was based on his sense of outraged justice, 
the abstract morality of ther* north blowing him, like a strange 
wind, into isolation. 

As the afternoon drew on, they went to the kitchen, the 
Major pushed back his sleeyes, showing his powerful athletic 
white arms, and carefully, deftly washed thq dishes, while 
the women wiped. It was not for nothing his muscles were 
trained. Them he went round attending to the stoves of the 
small house, whichonly needed a moment or two of care each 
day. And after this he brought out the smail, closed car and 
drove Yvette home, in the rain, depositing her at the back gate, 
a little wicket among the larches, through which the earthen 
steps sloped downwards to the house. 

Sljp was really amazefi fcy this couple. 
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“Really, Lucille !” she said. “I do meet the most extra- 
ordinary people!*' And she gave a detailed description. 

“I thjnk they sound rather nice!” said Lucille. “I like the 
Major doing the housework, and looking so frightfully Bond 
Streety with it all. I should thiftk, when they're married, it 
would be rather fun knowing them.” 

“Yes!” said Yvette vaguely. “Yes! Yes, it would!” 

The very strangeness of [he connection between the tiny 
Jewess and that pale-eyed, athletic young officer made her 
think again of her gipsy, who tfad been utterly absent from 
her consciousness, bun who now returned with sudden painful 
force. 

“What is it, Lucille,” she asked, “that brings people together ? 
People like the Eastwoods, for instance? and Daddy and 
Mamma, so frightfully unsuitable? — and that gipsy woman 
who told my fortune, like a great horse, and the gipsy man, 
so fine and delicately cut? What is it?” 

“I suppose it’s sex, whatever that is,” said Lucille. 

“Yes/ what is it? It's not really anything common, like 
common sensuality, you know, Lucille. It really isn't.” 

# “No, I suppose not,” said Lucille. “Anyhow, I suppose it 
needn't be.” % 

“Because, you see, the common fellows, you know, who 
make a girl feel low: nobody cares much about them. Nobody 
feels any connection with them. Yet they’re supposed to be 
the sexual sort.” ^ 

“I suppose,” said Lucille, “there’s the low jort of sex, and 
there's the other sort, that isn’t low. It's frightfully compli- 
cated, really! I loathe common fellows. And I never feel any- 
thing sexual ” — she laid a rather disgusted stress on the word 
— “for fellows who aren’t common. Perhaps I haven't got 
any sex.” 

“That's just it!” said Yvette. *‘Perhaps neither of us has. 
Perhaps we haven’t really got any sex, to connect us with 
men.” 

“How horrible it sounds: connect us witlf then!” cried 
Lucille, with revulsion. “Wouldn't you hate to be connected 
with men that w&y? Oh, I think it's an awful pity there has 
to be sex! It would be so much better if we could still be 
men and women, without that sort of thing.” 

. Yvette pondered. Far in the bacfcflrouni was the image of 
tbe gipsy as he had looked round fit ner, when she had mi d : 
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“The weather is so treacherous.” She felt rather like Peter 
when the cock crew, as she denied him. Or rather, she did 
not dfeny the gipsy; she didn’t care about his part in tlje show, 
anyhow. It was some hidden part of herself which she denied : 
that part which mysteriously and unconfessedly responded to 
him. And it was a strange, lustrous black cock which crew in 
mockery of her.* 

“Yes!” she said vaguely. “Ye^! Sex is an awful bore, you 
know, Lucille. When you haven’t? got it, you feel you ought 
to have it, somehow. And* when you’ve got it — or if you 
have it” — she lifted her head and wrinfcled her nose disdain- 
fully — “you hate it.” 

"Oh, I don’t know ! ” cried Lucille. “I think I should like to 
be awfully in love with a man.” 

“You think so!” said Yvette, again wrinkling her nose. “But 
if you were you wouldn't.” 

“How do you know?” asked Lucille. 

“Well, I don’t really,” said Yvette. “But I think so! Yes, I 
think so!” 

“Oh, it’s very likely ! ” said Lucille disgustedly. "And, any- 
how, one would be sure to get out of love again, and it would 
be merely disgusting.” 

“Yes,” said Yvette. “It’s a problem.” She hummed a little 
tune. 

“Oh, hang it all, it’s not a problem for us two yet. We’re 
neither of us really in love, and we probably never shall be, 
so the problem # is settled that way.” 

,“I’m not so sure!” said Yvette sagely. “I'm not so sure. 1 
believe, one day, I shall fall awfully in love.” 

"Probably you never will,” said Lucille brutally. "That’s 
what most old maids are thinking all the time.” 

Yvette looked at her sister from pensive but apparently 
insouciant eyes. 

“Is it?” she said. “Do you really think so, ‘Lucille? How 
perfectly awful. for them, poor things! Why ever do they 
care?" ’ * 

“Why do they?" said Lucille. “Perhaps they don’t, really. — 
Probably it’s all because people say : ‘Poor old girl, she couldn’t 
catch a man.’ ” 

"I suppose it is!” said Yvette. "They get to mind the 
beastly things people alleys do say about old maids. What 
a shame!” 
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“Anyhow, we have a good time, and we do have lots of 
boys who make a fuss of us,” said Lucille. 

“Yes!" said Yvette. “Yes! But I couldn’t possibly marry 
any of them.” 

“Neither could I,” said Lucille. “But why shouldn’t we? 
Why should we bother about marrying, when we have a per- 
fectly good time with the boys, who are awfully good sorts, 
and you must say, Yvette, awfully sporting and decent to us.” 

"Oh ^ they are!” said Yvette absently. 

“I think it’s time to think of marrying somebody,” said 
Lucille, Havhen you f^el you’re not having a good time any 
more. Then marry, and jjist settle down.” 

“Quite!” said Yvette. 

But now, under all her bland, soft amiability, she was 
annoyed with Lucille. Suddenly she wanted to turn her back 
on Lucille. 

Besides, look at the shadows under poor Lucille’s eyes, and 
the wistfulness in the beautiful eyes themselves. Oh, if some 
awfully mice, kiyd, protective sort of man would but marry 
her! And if the sporting Lucille would let him! 

Yvette did not tell the rector or Granny about the Eastwoods. 
It would only»have started a lot of talk, which she detested. 
The rector wouldn’t have minded, for himself, privately. But 
he, too, knew the necessity of keeping as clear as possible 
from that poisonous, many-headed serpent, the tongue of the 
people. 

"But 1 don’t want you to come if your father doesn’t lfnow,” 
cried the little Jewess. * 

“I suppose I’ll have to tell him,” said Yvette. “I’m sure he 
doesn’t mind, really. But if he kneW, he’d have to, I suppose.” 

The young officer looked at her with an odd amusement, 
bird-like and unemotional, in his keen eyes. He, too, was by 
way of falling in love with Yvette* It was her peculiar virgin 
tenderness, anc^ her straying, absent-minded detachment from 
things, which attracted him. 

She was aware of what was happening, arid she rather 
preened herself. Eastwood piqued her fancy. Such a smart 
young officer, awfully good class, so calm and amazing with a 
motor-car, and quite a champion swimmer, it was intriguing 
to see him quietly, calmly washing dishes, smoking his pipe, 
doing his job so alert and skilful. Or # with tjie same interested 
cafe with which he made his investigation into the mysterious 
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inside of an automobile, concocting jugged hare in the cottage 
kitchen. Then going out in the icy weather and cleaning his 
car till it looked like a live thing, like a cat when she has 
licked herself. Then coming in to talk so unassumingly and 
responsively, if briefly, with the little Jewess. And apparently, 
never bored. Sitting at the window with his pipe in bad 
weather, silent for hours, abstracted, musing, yet with his 
athletic body alert in its stillness. 

Yvette did not flirt with him. ‘Rut she did like him. 

"But what about your futfure?” she asked him. 

"What about it?” he said, taking hi^pipe from his mouth, 
the unemotional point of a smile in t his bird’s eyes. 

"A career! Doesn’t every man have to carve out a career? 
— like some huge goose with gravy?” She gazed with odd 
naivety into his eyes. 

“I’m perfectly all right to-day, and I shall be all right to- 
morrow,” he said, with a cold, decided look. “Why shouldn’t 
my future be continuous to-days and to-morrows?” 

He looked at her with unmoved searching. 

“Quite!” she said. “I hate jobs, and all tnat side of life.” 
But she was thinking of the Jewess's money. 

To which he did not answer. His anger w«.s of the sSft, 
snowy sort, which comfortably muffles the soul. 

They had come to the point of talking philosophically 
together. The little Jewess looked a bit wan. She was 
curiously naive, and not possessive in her attitude to the man. 
Nor vfas she at all catty with Yvette. Only rather wan and 
dumb. 

Yvette, on a sudden impulse, thought she had better clear 
herself. *' 

“I think life’s awfully difficult,” she said. 

“Life is!” cried the Jewess. 

“What’s so beastly, is that one is supposed to fall in love and 
get married!” said Yvette, curling up her nose*. 

“Don’t you v?ant to fall in love and get married?” cried the 
Jewess, with^eat glaring eyes of astounded reproach. 

“No, not particularly!” said Yvette. “Especially as one feels 
there’s nothing else to do. It’s an awful chitken-coop one has 
to run into.” 

“But you don’t know what love is?” cried the Jewess. 

“No!” said Yvette, 'ftp you?” 

‘41!” bawled the tiny Jfwess. “I! My goodness, don’t I!” 
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She ’looked with reflective gloom at Eastwood, who was 
smoking his pipe, the dimples of his disconnected amusement 
showing^ on his smooth, scrupulous face. He had a very’ fine, 
smooth skin, which yet did not suffer from the weather, so 
that his face looked naked as a baby’s. But it was not a round 
face: it was characteristic enough, and took queer, ironical 
dimples, like a mask which is comic but frozen. 

“Do you mean to say ypu don’t know what love is?" 
insisted the Jewess. ? 

“No!" said Yvette, with insouciant candour. “I don’t believe 
I do! Is it awful of ir^, at my age?" 

“Is there never any mwi thaf makes you feel quite, quite 
different?" said the Jewess, with another big-eyed look at 
Eastwood. He smoked, utterly unimplicated. 

“I don’t think there is," said Yvette. “Unless — yes! — unless 
it is that gipsy" — she had put her hand pensively sideways. 

“Which gipsy?" bawled the little Jewess. 

“The one who was a Tommy and looked after horses in 
Major Eastwood’s regiment in the war," said Yvette coolly. 

The little Jewess gazed at Yvette with great eyes of stupor. 

“You’re not in love with that gipsy!” she said. 

"Well!" sai£ Yvette. “I don’t know. He’s the only one that 
makes me feel — different! He really is!" 

“But how? How? Has he ever said anything to you?" 

“No! No!" 

“Then how? What has he done?" 

“Oh, just looked at me!" 

“How?" 

“Well, you see, I don’t know. But different! Yes, different! 
Different, quite different from theVay any man ever looked 
at me." 

“But haw did he look at you?" insisted the Jewess. 

“Why — as if he really, but really , desired me," said Yvette, 
her meditative face looking like the bud of a flower. 

“What a vile fellow! What right had he to look at you 
like that?" cried the indignant Jewess. * ’ 

“A cat may look at a king," calmly interposed the Major, 
and now his face had the smiles of a cat’s face. 

“You think he oughtn’t to?" asked Yvette, turning to him. 

“Certainly not! A gipsy fellow, with half a dozen dirty 
women trailing after him! CertaipJ)^ not*" cried the tiny 
Jewess. 
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“I wondered!” said Yvette. “Because it was rather wonder- 
ful, really! And it was something quite different in my 
life.’"' 

“I think," said the Major, taking his pipe from hiS mouth, 
“that desire is the most wonderful thing in life. Anybody who 
can really feel it is a king, and I envy nobody else!” He put 
back his pipe. • 

The Jewess looked at him stupefied. 

“But, Charles!” she cried. "Every common low man in 
Halifax feels nothing else!’*' 

He again took his pipe from his moyth. 

“That’s merely appetite,” he said. 

And he put back his pipe. 

“You think the gipsy is the real thing?” Yvette asked him. 

He lifted his shoulders. 

“It’s not for me to say,” he replied. "If I were you, I should 
know, I shouldn’t be asking other people.” 

“Yes — but ” Yvette trailed out. 

“Charles ! You’re wrong ! How could it be a real thing ! As 
if she could possibly marry him and go round in a caravan!” 

“I didn’t say marry him,” said Charles. 

“Or a love affair! Why, it’s monstrous! What would 'she 
think of herself! — That’s not love! That’s — that’s prostitu- 
tion!” 

Charles smoked for some moments. 

“That gipsy was the best man we had, with horses. Nearly 
died of pneumonia. I thought he was dead. He’s a resurrected 
man to me. I’m' a resurrected man myself, as far as that goes.” 
He looked at Yvette. “I was buried for twenty hours under 
snow,” he said. “And not* much the worse for it, when they 
dug me out.” 

There was a frozen pause in the conversation. 

“Life’s awful!” said Yvette. 

“They dug me out by accident," he said. , 

“Oh! ” Yvette trailed slowly. “It might be destiny, you 

know.” 

To which he didjiot answer. 

VIII 

The rector heard about Yvette’s intimacy with the East- 
woods, and she was smnejvhat startled by the result. She had 
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thought he wouldn't care. Verbally, in his would-be humorous 
fashion, he- was so entirely unconventional, such a frightfully 
good sport. As he said himself, he was a conservative anarchist; 
which irfeant, he was like a great many more people, a mere 
unbeliever. The anarchy extended to his humorous talk, and 
his secret thinking. The conservatism, based on a mongrel fear 
of* the anarchy, controlled every action.. His thoughts, secretly, 
were something to be scared of. Therefore, in his life he was 
fanatically afraid of the unconventional. 

When his conservatism and his abject sort of fear were 
uppermost he always gifted his lip and bared his teeth a little, 
in a dog-like sneer. 

“I hear your latest friends are the half-divorced Mrs. 
Fawcett and the maquereau Eastwood," he said to Yvette. 

She didn't know what a maquereau was, but she felt the 
poison in the rector's fangs. 

"I just know them," she said. ‘‘They're awfully nice, really. 
And they’ll be married in about a month’s time.” 

The rector looked at her insouciant face with hatred. Some- 
where inside hirh he was cowed, he had been born cowed. 
And those who are born cowed are natural slaves, and deep 
inftinct makes*them fear with poisonous fear those who might 
suddenly snap the slave’s collar round their necks. 

It was for this reason the rector had so abjectly curled up, 
still so abjectly curled up before She-who-was-Cynthia : be- 
cause of his slave’s fear of her contempt, the contempt of a 
born-free nature for a base-born nature. 

Yvette too had a free-born quality. She, too, one day, would 
know him, and clap the slave’s collar of her contempt round 
his neck. 

But should she ? He would fight to the death, this time, first. 
The slave in him was cornered this time, like a cornered rat, 
and with the courage of a cornered rat.. 

“I suppose they’re your sort!" he sneered. 

"Well, they are, really," she said, with that blithe vague- 
ness. "I do like them awfully. They stem so Solid, .you know, 
so honest." 

"You’ve got a peculiar notion of honesty ! " he sneered. "A 
young sponge going off with a woman older than himself, so 
that he can live on her money ! The woman leaving her home 
and her children ! I don’t know where you get your idea of 
hohesty. Not from me, I hope — Ant?)Y>u sAm to be very well 
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acquainted with them, considering you say you just know 
them. Where did you meet them?” 

“When I was out bicycling. They came along in their car, 
and we happened to talk. She told me at once who she was, 
so that I shouldn’t make a mistake. She is honest.” 

Poor Yvette was struggling to bear up. 

“And how often have you seen them since?” 

“Oh, I’ve just been over twice.” 

“Over where?” 

“To their cottage in Scorosby.” 

He looked at her in hate, as if he qould kill her. And he 
backed away from her, against tfye window-curtains of his 
study, like a rat at bay. Somewhere in his mind he was think- 
ing unspeakable depravities about his daughter, as he had 
thought them of She-who-was-Cynthia. He was powerless 
against the lowest insinuations of his own mind. And these 
depravities which he attributed to the still-uncowed but 
frightened girl in front of him, made him recoil, showing all 
his fangs in his handsome face. 

“So you just know them, do you?” he said. “Lying is in 
your blood, I see. I don't believe you get it from me.” 

Yvette half averted her mute face, and thought of Granny’s 
bare-faced prevarication. She did not answer. 

“What takes you creeping round such couples?” he sneered. 
“Aren't there enough decent people in the world for you to 
know? Anyone would think you were a stray dog, having to 
run round indecent couples, because the decent ones wouldn't 
have you. Havt you got something worse than lying in your 
bl&od?” 

“What have I got worse than lying in my blood?” she asked. 
A cold deadness was coming over her. Was she abnormal, 
one of the semi-criminal abnormals? It made her feel cold 
and dead. c 

In his eyes, she was just brazening out the«depravity that 
underlay her virgin, tender, bird-like face. She-who-was- 
Cynthia had befen like this: a snow-flower. And he had con- 
vulsions of sadistic horror, thinking what might be the actual 
depravity of She-who-was-Cynthia. Even his own love for 
her, which had been the lust-love of the born cowed, had 
been a depravity, in secret, to him. So what must an illegal 
love be? 

“You know best c y ou/i&f, what you have got,” he sneered. 
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M Buf it is something you had best curb, and quickly, if you 
don't intend to finish in a criminal-lunacy asylum." 

“Why # ?" she said, pale and muted, numbed with frozen -fear. 
“Why criminal lunacy? What have I done?" 

“That is between you and your* Maker," he jeered. “I shall 
never ask. But certain tendencies end in criminal lunacy, 
unless they are curbed in time." 

“Do you mean like knowing the Eastwoods?" asked Yvette, 
after a pause of numb fear, i p 

“Do I mean like nosing round ;JUch people as Mrs. Fawcett, 
a Jewess,*nd ex-Ma jo* Eastwood, a man who goes off with an 
older woman for the sakepf hei* money? Why, yes, I do!" 

“But you can’t say that," cried Yvette. “He’s an awfully 
simple, straightforward man." 

“He is apparently one of your sort.” 

“Well. — In a way, I thought he was. I thought you’d like 
him, too," she said simply, hardly knowing what she said. 

The rector backed into the curtains, as if the girl menaced 
him with something fearful. 

“Don’t say any more," he snarled, abject. “Don’t say any 
more. You’ve said too much to implicate you. I don’t want 
to learn any more horrors" 

“But What horrors?" she persisted. 

The very naivet6 of her unscrupulous innocence repelled 
him, cowed him still more. 

“Say no more!" he said in a low, hissing voice. “But I will 
kill you before you shall go the way of your mother."* 

She looked at him as he stood there backed against the 
velvet curtains of his study, his face yellow, his eyes distraught 
like a rat’s with fear and rage and hate, and a numb, frozen 
loneliness came over her. For her, too, the meaning had gone 
out of everything. 

It was hard to break the frozen, sterile silence that ensued. 
At last, howe^r, she looked at him. And in spite cf herself, 
beyond her own knowledge, the contempt for him was in her 
young, clear, baffled eyes. It fell like the slave's tollar over his 
neck, finally. 

“Do you mean! mustn't know the Eastwoods?" she’ said. 

"You can know them if you wish,” he sneered. “But you 
must not expect to associate with your Granny, and your 
Aunt Cissie, and Lucille, if you do., (canupt have them con- 
taminated. Your Granny was a faAflful wife and a faitjiful 
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mother, if ever one existed. She has already had one shock 
of shame and abomination to endure. She shall never be 
exposed to another/* 

Yvette heard it dimly, half hearing. 

“I can send a note and say you disapprove,” she said dimly. 

“You follow your own course of action. But remember, 
you have to choose between clean people and reverence for 
your Granny's blameless old age, and people who are unclean 
in their minds and their bodies/* ,• 

Again there was a silencer Then she looked at him, and her 
face was more puzzled than anything. r But somewhere at the 
back of her perplexity was that peculiar calm, virgin contempt 
of the free-born for the base-born. He, and all the Saywells, 
were base-born. 

“All right/* she said. “1*11 write and say you disapprove.” 

He did not answer. He was partly flattered, secretly 
triumphant, but abjectly. 

“I have tried to keep this from your Granny and Aunt 
Cissie,** he said. “It need not be public property, since you 
choose to make your friendship clandestine/’ 

There was a dreary silence. 

“All right,” she said. “1*11 go and write.” 

And she crept out of the room. 

She addressed her little note to Mrs. Eastwood. “Dear Mrs. 
Eastwood, Daddy doesn’t approve of my coming to see you. 
So you will understand if we have to break it off. I’m awfully 
sorry-* — ** That was all. 

r Yet she felt < 1 'dreary blank when she had posted her letter. 
Srie was now even afraid of her own thoughts. She wanted, 
now, to be held against the slender, fine-shaped breast of the 
gipsy. She wanted him to hold her in his arms, if only for 
once, for once, and comfort and confirm her. She wanted 
to be confirmed by him against her father, who had only a 
repulsive fear of her. r 

And at the same time she cringed and winced, so that she 
could hardlyr walk, for fear the thought was obscene, a 
criminal lunacy. It seemed to wound her heels as she walked, 
the fear. The fear, the great cold fear of the base-born, her 
father, everything human and swarming. Like a great bog 
humanity swamped her, and she sank in, weak at the knees, 
filled with repulsion and fear of every person she met. 

Slie adjusted herself, Srfwever, quite rapidly to her new con- 
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ceptibn of people. She had to live. It is useless to quarrel with 
one's bread and butter. And to expect a great deal out of life 
is puerile. So, with the rapid adaptability of the postwar 
generation, she adjusted herself to the -new facts. Her father 
was what he was. He would always play up to appearances. 
She would do the same. She, too, would play up to appearances. 

So, underneath the blithe, gossamer-straying insouciance, a 
certain hardness formed, like f rock crystallising in her heart. 
She lost her illusions in the'collapse of her sympathies. Out- 
wardly, she seemed the same. Inwardly she was hard and 
detached, %nd, unknovw to herself, revengeful. 

Outwardly she remained) the sJme. It was part of her game. 
While circumstances remained as they were, she must remain, 
at least in appearance, true to what was expected of her. 

But the revengefulness came out in her new vision of people. 
Under the rector’s apparently gallant handsomeness, she saw 
the weak, feeble nullity. And she despised him. Yet still, in a 
way, she liked him too. Feelings are so complicated. 

It was 'Granny *whom she came to detest with all her soul. 
That obese old woman, sitting there in her blindness like some 
gre^t red-blotched fungus, her neck swallowed between her 
heaped-up shoulders and her rolling, ancient chins, so that she 
was neckless as a double potato, her Yvette really hated, with 
that pure, sheer hatred which is almost a joy. Her hate was 
so clear, that while she was feeling strong, she enjoyed it. 

The old woman sat with her big, reddened face pressed a 
little back, her lace cap perched on her thin jvhite hair, her 
stub nose still assertive, and her old mouth shut like a trap. 
This motherly old soul, her mouth gave her away. It always 
had been one of the compressed sdrt. But in her great age, it 
had gone like a toad’s, lipless, the jaw pressing up like the 
lower jaw of a trap. The look Yvette most hated was the look 
of that lower jaw pressing relentlessly up, with an ancient 
prognathous th»ust, so that the snub nose in turn w*s forced 
to press upwards, and the whole face was pressed a little back, 
beneath the big, wall-like forehead. The will, the Ancient, toad- 
like, obscene w ill in the old woman, was fearful, once you saw 
it : a toad-like selt-will that was godless, and less than human ! 
It belonged to the old, enduring iace of toads, or tortoises. And 
it made one feel that Granny would never die. She would live 
on Jike these higher reptiles, in a staf&of semi-coma, for ever. 

Yvette dared not even suggest to Ijer lather that Granny was 
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not perfect. He would have threatened his daughter with the 
lunatic asylum. That was the threat he always seemed to have 
up his sleeve : the lunatic asylum. Exactly as if a distaste for 
Granny and for that horrible house of relatives was in itself a 
proof of lunacy, dangerous' lunacy. 

Yefin one of her moods of irritable depression, she did once 
fling out : % 

“How perfectly beastly this house is! Aunt Lucy comes, 
and Aunt Nell, and Aunt Alice* and they make a ring like a 
ring of crows, with Grann^ and Aunt Cissie, all lifting their 
ski its up and warming their legs atfthe fire, and shutting 
Lucille and me out. We’rtf nothing but outsiders in this 
beastly house !” 

Her father glanced at her curiously. But she managed to put 
a petulance into her speech and a mere cross rudeness into her 
look, so that he could laugh, as at a childish tantrum. Some- 
where, though, he knew that she coldly, venomously meant 
what she said, and he w^s wary of her. 

Her life seemed now nothing but an irritate friction against 
the unsavoury household of the Saywells, in which she was 
immersed. She loathed the rectory with a loathing that con- 
sumed her life, a loathing so strong that she d>uld not really 
go away from the place. While it endured, she was spell- 
bound to it, in revulsion. 

She forgot the Eastwoods again. After all, what was the 
revolt of the little Jewess, compared to Granny and the Say- 
well ftunch ! A 0 husband was never more than a semi-casual 
tiling! But aVamily! — an awful, smelly family that would 
never disperse, stuck half dead round the base of a fungoid 
old woman! How was orte to cope with that? 

She did not forget the gipsy entirely. But she had no time 
for him. She, who was bored almost to agony, and who had 
nothing at all to do, she had not time to think even, seriously, 
of anything. Time being, after all, only the current of the soul 
in its flow. 

She saw the gipsy twice. Once he came to the house with 
things to sell. And she, watching him from the landing 
window, refused to go down. He saw her, foo, as he was put- 
ting his things back into his cart. But he, too, gave no sign. 
Being of a race that exists only to be harrying the outskirts 
of our society, foiever hostile and living only by spoil, he was 
toQ much master of himself, and too wary, to expose Jhimself 
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openly to the vast and gruesome clutch of our law. He had 
been through the war. He had been enslaved against his will, 
that timq. 

So now, he showed himself at the* rectory, and slowly, 
quietly busied himself at his cairt cJutside the white gate, with 
that air of silent and for ever-uriyielding outsideness which 
gave him his lonely,, predative grace. He knew she saw him. 
And she should see him unyielding, quietly hawking his copper 
vessels, on an old, old war-patii against such as herself. 

Such as herself? Perhaps he wa,i mistaken. -Her heart, in its 
stroke, now rang hard ys his hammer upon his copper, beating 
against circumstances. Butihie stAick stealthily on the outside, 
and she still more secretly on the inside of the establishment. 
She liked him. She liked the quiet, noiseless, clean-cut presence 
of him. She liked that mysterious endurance in him, which 
endures in opposition, without any idea of victory. And she 
liked that peculiar added relentlessness, the disillusion in 
hostility, which belongs to after the war. Yes, if she belonged 
to any side, and Xp any clan, it was to his. Almost she could 
have found it in her heart to go with him, and be a pariah 
gipjy woman. 

But she was* born inside the pale. And she liked comfort, 
and a certain prestige. Lven as a mere rector’s daughter, one 
did have a certain prestige. And she liked that. Also she liked 
to chip against the pillars of the temple from the inside. She 
wanted to be safe under the temple roof. Yet she enjoyed 
chipping fragments off the supporting pillars. DouDtless 
many fragments had been whittled away from the pillars of 
the Philistine before Samson pulled the temple down. 

"I'm not sure one shouldn’t hive one’s fling till one is 
twenty-six, and then give in, and marry!” 

This was Lucille’s philosophy, learned from older women. 
Yvette was twenty-one. It meant she had five more years in 
which to have this precious fling. And the fling meant, at the 
moment, the gipsy. The marriage, at the age. of twenty-six, 
meant Leo or Gerry. 

So, a woman could eat her cake and have her bregd and 
butter. * 

Yvette, pitched in gruesome, deadlocked hostility to the Say- 
well household, was very old and very wise : with the agedness 
and, the wisdom of the young, which a^ays overleaps the aged- 
ness and the wisdom of the old or the elderly. 
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The second time she met the gipsy by accident. • It was 
March, and sunny weather, after unheard-of rains. Celandines 
were yellow in the hedges, and primroses among the rocks. 
But still there came a smell of sulphur from far-away steel- 
works, out of the steel-blufi sky. 

And yet it was spring! 

Yvette was ^cycling slowly along by Codnor Gate, past the 
lime quarries, when she saw the gipsy coming away from the 
door of a stone cottage. His cart stood there in the road. 
He was returning with his brooms and copper things to the 
cart. 

She got down from her bilycle.i As she saw him, she loved 
with curious tenderness the slim lines of his body in the green 
jersey, the tum of his silent face. She felt she knew him better 
than she knew anybody on earth, even Lucille, and belonged 
to him, in some way, for ever. 

“Have you made anything new and nice?” she asked 
innocently, looking at his copper things. 

“I don’t think," he said, glancing back at,, her. 

The desire was still there, still curious and naked, in his eyes. 
But it was more remote, the boldness was diminished. There 
was a tiny glint, as if he might dislike her. But this dissolved 
again as he saw her looking among his bits of copper and brass- 
work. She searched them diligently. 

There was a little oval brass plate, with a queer figure like 
a palm tree beaten upon it. 

“I ‘like that,” she said. “How much is it?” 

“What you like,” he said. 

This made her nervous : he seemed off-hand, almost 
mocking. c 

‘Td rather you said,” she told him, looking up at him. 

“You give me what you like," he said. 

“No!” she said suddeniy. “If you won’t tell me I won’t 
have it.” 

"All right,” he said. “Two shilling.” 

She found half a crown, and he drew from his pocket a 
handful of silver,#irom which he gave her sixpence. 

“The old gipsy dreamed something abbut you,” he said, 
looking at her with curious, searching eyes. 

“Did she!” cried Yvette, at once interested. "What was it?” 

“She said : ‘Be ibrav^r in your heart, or you lose your game.’ 
She said it this way:" ‘Be braver in your body, or your luck 
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will leave you.* And she said as well : ‘Listen for the voice of 
water/ ” 

Yvette was very much impressed. 

“And what does it mean?" she asked. 

“I asked her,” he said. “She says she don't know/' 

“Tell me again what it was/’ said Yvette. 

“ ‘Be braver in your body, or your luck will go/ And : 
‘Listen for the voice of water/ ” 

He looked in silence at her 'soft, pondering face. Something 
almost like a perfume seemed to flow from her young bosom 
direct to &im, in a grateful connection. 

“I’m to be braver in my $>ody, and I’m to listen for the voice 
of water! All right!’’ she said. “I don't understand, but per- 
haps I shall.” 

She looked at him with clear eyes. Man or woman is 
made up of many selves. With one self, she loved this gipsy 
man. With many selves, she ignored him or had a distaste for 
him. 

“You’ro not coming up to the Head no more?” he asked. 

Again she looked at him absently. 

“Perhaps I will,” she said, “some time. Some time.” 

“Spring wer<her!” he said, smiling faintly and glancing 
round at the sun. “We’re going to break camp soon and 
go away.” 

“When?” she said. 

“Perhaps next week.” 

“Where to?” 

Again he made a move with his head. 

“Perhaps up north,” he said. 

She looked at him. 

“All right!” she said. “Perhaps I will come up before you 
go, and say good-bye to your wife and to the old woman who 
sent me the message.” 


IX 

Yvette did not keep her promise. The few March days were 
lovely, and she le»! them slip. She had a curious reluctance, 
always, towards taking action, or making any real move of 
her own. She always wanted someone else to make a move 
for her, as if she did not want to play her own game of life. 

She lived as usual, went out to her friends, to parties, ajid 

H 
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danced with the undiminished Leo. She wanted to go up 
and say good-bye to the gipsies. She wanted to. And nothing 
prevented her. 

On the Friday afternoon especially she wanted to gb. It was 
sunny, and the last yellow crocuses down the drive were in 
full bleze, wide open, the first bees rolling in them. The Papple 
rushed under the stone bridge, uncannily full, nearly filling the 
arches. There was the scent of a mezereon tree. 

And she felt too lazy, too laz^; too lazy. She strayed in the 
garden by the river, half digamy, expecting something. While 
the gleam of spring sun lasted, she would be out of doors. 
Indoors Granny, sitting back like <some awful old prelate, in 
her bulk of black silk and her white lace cap, was warming 
her feet by the fire, and hearing everything that Aunt Nell 
had to say. Friday was Aunt Nell’s day. She usually came for 
lunch, and left after an early tea. So the mother and the large, 
rather common daughter, who was a widow at the age of 
forty, sat gossiping by the fire, while Aunt Cissie prowled in 
and out. Friday was the rector’s day for £oing to- town : it 
was also the housemaid’s half-day. 

Yvette sat on a wooden seat in the garden, only a few feet 
above the bank of the swollen river, which nailed a strange, 
uncanny mass of water. The crocuses were passing in the 
ornamental beds, the grass was dark green where it was mown, 
the laurels looked a little brighter. Aunt Cissie appeared at 
the top of the porch steps, and called to ask if Yvette wanted 
that*early cup of tea. Because of the river just below, Yvette 
could not heir* what Aunt Cissie said, but she guessed, and 
shook her head. An early cup of tea, indoors, when the sun 
actually shone? No, thanks! 

She was conscious of her gipsy, as she sat there musing in 
the sun. Her soul had the half painful, half easing knack of 
leaving her, and straying* away to some place, to somebody 
that had caught her imagination. Some days f she would be at 
the Framleys\ # even though she did not go near them. Some 
days she.wasall the time in spirit with the Eastwoods. And 
to-day it was the gipsies. She was up at their encampment in 
the quarry. She saw the man hammering his copper, lifting his 
head to look at the road; and the children playing in the horse- 
shelter: and the women, the gipsy's wife and the strong, 
elderly woman, ^oming home with their packs, along with 
tlje elderly man. Fo/' tnis afternoon, she felt intensely that 
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that was home for her : the gipsy camp, the fire, the stool, the 
man with the hammer, the old crone. 

It was. part of her nature, to get these fits of yearning for 
some place she knew; to be in a certain* place; with somebody 
who meant home to her. This afternoon it was the gipsy camp. 
And the man in the green jersey made it home to her. Just to 
be where he was, that was to be at home. The caravans, the 
brats, the other women: everything was natural to her, her 
home, as if she had been born there. She wondered if the gipsy 
was aware of her : if he could see her sitting* on the stool by 
the fire; iP»he would lif i his head and see her as she rose, look- 
ing at him slowly and signSficanfly, turning towards the steps 
of his caravan. Did he know? Did he know? 

Vaguely she looked up the steep of dark larch trees north of 
the house, where unseen the road climbed, going towards the 
Head. There was nothing, and her glance strayed down again. 
At the foot of the slope the river turned, thrown back harshly, 
ominously, against the low rocks across stream, then pouring 
past the garden rp the bridge. It was unnaturally full, and 
whitey-muddy, and ponderous. "Listen for the voice of water/' 
she^aid to herself. "No need to listen for it, if the voice means 
the noise!" 

And again she looked at the swollen river breaking angrily 
as it came round the bend. Above it the black-looking kitchen 
garden hung, and the hard-natured fruit trees. Everything was 
on the tilt, facing south and south-west, for the sun. Bejiind, 
above the house and the kitchen garden hung Jhe steep little 
wood of withered-seeming larches. The gardener was working 
in the kitchen garden, high up there, by the edge of the larch- 
wood. 9 

She heard a call. It was Aunt Cissie and Aunt Nell. They 
were on the drive, waving good-bye! Yvette waved back. 
Then Aunt Cissie, pitching her voice against the waters, called: 

"I shan't be tong. Don’t forget Granny is alone ! " 

"All right!" screamed Yvette rather ineffectually. 

And she sat on her bench and watched the two* undignified, 
long-coated women walk slowly over the bridge and begin the 
curving climb on the opposite slope. Aunt Nell carrying a sort 
of suit-case in which she brought a few goods for Granny and 
took back vegetables or whatever the rectory garden or cup- 
board was yielding. Slowly the two fjgyres diminished on the 
whitish, up-curving road, labouring sjow^y up towards Papple- 
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wick village. Aunt Cissie was going as far as the village for 
something. 

The sun was yellowing to decline. What a pity ! ph, what 
a pity the sunny day was going, and she would have to turn 
indoors, to those hateful rooms, and Granny! Aunt Cissie 
woultf be bacl^ directly : it was past five. And all the others 
would be arriving from town, rather irritable and tired, soon 
after six. , 

As she looked uneasily round, she heard, across the running 
water, the sharp noise of a 'horse and cart rattling on the road 
hidden in the larch trees. The gardener was looking up too. 
Yvette turned away again, lingering, strolling by the full river 
a few paces, unwilling to go in; glancing up the road to see 
if Aunt Cissie were coming. If she saw her, she would go 
indoors. 

She heard somebody shouting, and looked round. Down the 
path through the larch trees the gipsy was bounding. The 
gardener, away beyond, was also running. Simultaneously 
she became aware of a great roar, which, before* she could 
move, accumulated to a vast deafening snarl. The gipsy was 
gesticulating. She looked round behind her. f 

And to her horror and amazement, round fhe bend of the 
river she saw a shaggy, tawny wave-front of water’ advancing 
like a wall of lions. The roaring sound wiped oiit everything. 
She was powerless, too amazed and wonder-struck, she wanted 
to sqp it. 

Before she pauld think twice, it was near, a roaring cliff cf 
Vater. She almost fainted with horror. She heard the scream 
of the gipsy, and looked up to see him bounding upon her, his 
black eyes starting out of 'his head. 

“Run!” he screamed, seizing her arm. 

And in the instant the first wave was washing her feet from 
under her, swirling, in the insane noise, which suddenly for 
some reason, seemed like stillness, with a devcuring flood over 
the garden. The horrible mowing of water! 

The gips/ dragged her heavily, lurching, plunging, but still 
keeping foot-hold' both of them, towards the house. She was 
barely conscious : as if the flood was in her soul. 

There was one grass-banked terrace of the garden, near the 
path round the house. The gipsy clawed his way up this terrace 
to the dry level of the^th, dragging her after him, and sprang 
with her past the winuo\ys to the porch steps. Before tfiey got 
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there; a new great surge of water came mowing, mowing trees 
down even, and mowed them down too. 

Yvette felt herself gone in an agonising mill race of. icy 
water, whirled, with only the fearful grip of the gipsy’s hand 
on her wrist. They were both down and gone. She felt a dull 
but stunning bruise somewhere. „ 

Then he pulled her up. He was up, streaming forth water, 
clinging to the stem of the great wisteria that grew against 
the wall, crushed against the: Wall by the water. Her head was 
above water, he held her arm till it seemed dislocated : but 
she coulcb not get her.jfooting. With a ghastly sickness like 
a dream, she struggled antf struggled, and could not get her 
feet. Only his hand was locked on her wrist. 

He dragged her nearer till her one hand caught his leg. He 
nearly went down again. But the wisteria held him, and he 
pulled her up to him. She clawed at him, horribly; and got to 
her feet, he hanging on like a man torn in two to the wisteria 
trunk. 

The water was above her knees. The man and she looked 
into each other’s ghastly, streaming faces. 

“Get to the steps!”, he screamed. 

it was only <just round the corner ; four strides ! She looked 
at him : she could not go. His eyes glared on her like a tiger’s, 
and he pushed her from him. She clung to the wall, and the 
water seemed to abate a little. Round the corner she staggered, 
but staggering, reeled and was pitched up against the cornice 
of the balustrade of the porch steps, the man after her. 

They got on to the steps, when another roar Was heard amid 
the roar, and the wall of the house shook. Up heaved the water 
round their legs again, but the gipsy had opened the hall door. 
In they poured with the water, reeling to the stairs. And as 
they did so, they saw the short but strange bulk of Granny 
emerge in the hall, away down frpm the dining-room door. 
She had her hanfls lifted and clawing, as the first water swirled 
round her legs, and her coffin-like mouth was opened in a 
hoarse scream. 

Yvette was blind to everything but the stairs. Blind, un- 
conscious of everything save the steps rising beyond the* water, 
she clambered up like a wet, shuddering cat, in a state of un- 
consciousness. It was not till she was on the landing, dripping 
and shuddering till she could not stand erejt, clinging to the 
banisters, while the house shook antP ?Jie water raved belqw, 
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that she was aware of the sodden gipsy, in paroxysms of 
coughing at the head of the stairs, his cap gone, his black hair 
over his eyes, peering between his washtd-down hair at the 
sickening heave of water below in the hall. Yvette/ fainting, 
' looked, too, and saw Granny bob up, like a strange float, her 
face purple, her blind blue eyes bolting, spume hissing from 
her mouth. One old purple hand clawed at a banister-rail and 
held for a moment, showing the glint of a wedding ring. 

The gipsy, who had coughed 'himself free and pushed back 
his hair, said to that awful *float-like face below : 

"Not good enough ! Not good enough ! " 

With a low thud like thunder, t fce house was struck again, 
and shuddered, and a strange cracking, rattling, spitting noise 
began. Up heaved the water like a sea. The hand was gone, all 
sigh of anything was gone, but upheaving water. 

Yvette turned in blind unconscious frenzy, staggering like 
a wet cat to the upper staircase, and climbing swiftly. It was 
not till she was at the door of her room that she stopped, 
paralysed by the sound of a sickening, tearing crash, while 
the house swayed. 

"The house is coming down!" yelled the green-white face 
of the gipsy in her face. 

He glared into her crazed face. 

"Where is the chimney? the back chimney? — which room? 
The chimney will stand " 

He glared with strange ferocity into her face, forcing her 
to urfderstand. And she nodded with a strange, crazed poise, 
podded quite j&renely, saying : 

"In here ! In here ! It’s all right." 

They entered her room, 1 * which had a narrow fire-place. It 
was a back room with two windows, one on each side the 
great chimney-flue. The gipsy, coughing bitterly and trembling 
in every limb, went to the, window to look out. 

Below, between the house and the steep pse of the hill, 
was a wild mill-race of water rushing with refuse, including 
Rover's green # dog-kennel. The gipsy coughed and coughed, 
and gazed down frankly. Tree after tree went down, mown 
by the* water, which must have been ten feet deep. 

Shuddering and pressing his sodden arms on his sodden 
breast, a look of resignation on his livid face, he turned to 
Yvette. A fearful # tearing noise tore the house, then there was 
a £eep, watery explo^on. Something had gone down, some 
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part of the house, the floor heaved and wavered beneath them. 
For some moments both were suspended, stupefied. Then he 
roused. 

"Not good enough ! Not good enough.! This will stand. This 
here will stand. See! that chimney! like a tower. Yes! All 
right! All right! You take your clothes off and go t® bed. 
You’ll die of the cold.” 

“It’s all right! It’s quite all right!" she said to him, sitting 
on a chair and looking up int& his face with her white, insane 
little face, round which the hair Was plastered. 

“No ! ” 4*e cried. “Nrj! Take your things off and I’ll rub you 
with this towel. I rub mysnlf. if the house falls then die warm. 
If it don’t fall, then live, not die of pneumonia.” 

Coughing, shuddering violently, he pulled up his jersey hem 
and wrestled with all his shuddering, cold-racked might, to get 
off his wet, tight jersey. 

“Help me!” he cried, his face muffled. 

She seized the edge of the jersey, obediently, and pulled with 
all her might. Tlje garment came over his head, and he stood 
in his braces. 

“Take your things off! Rub with this towel!” he com- 
manded ferociously, the savageness of the war on him. And 
like a thing obsessed, he pushed himself out of his trousers 
and got out of his wet, clinging shirt, emerging slim and livid, 
shuddering in every fibre with cold and shock. 

He seized a towel, and began quickly to rub his body, his 
teeth chattering like plates rattling together. Yvette diml^ saw 
it was wise. She tried to get out of her dress.'* He pulled the 
horrible, wet, death-gripping thing off her, then, resuming his 
rubbing, went to the door, tiptoeing on the wet floor. 

There he stood, naked, towel in hand, petrified. He looked 
west, towards where the upper landing window had been, and 
was looking into the sunset, over, an insane sea of waters, 
bristling with up-torn trees and refuse. The end corner of the 
house where the porch had been, and the stairs, had gone. 
The wall had fallen, leaving the floors sticking ’o*t. The stairs 
had gone. 

Motionless, he Watched the water. A cold wind blew in 
upon him. He clenched his raiding teeth with a great effort 
of will, and turned into the room again, closing the door. 

Yvette, naked, shuddering so much that jhe was sick, was 
trying to wipe herself dry. 
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“All right!'' he cried. “All right! The water don't rise no 
more ! All right ! " 

With his towel he began to rub her, “himself shaking all 
over, but holding her. gripped by the shoulder, and slowly, 
numbedly rubbing her tender body, even trying to rub up into 
some dryness the pitiful hair of her small head. 

Suddenly he deft off; 

“Better lie in the bed," he commanded, “I want to rub 
myself." 

His teeth went snap-snapPsnap-snap in great snaps, cutting 
off his words. Yvette crept shaking and ^ emi-conscious into her 
bed. He, making strained efforts tan hold himself still and rub 
himself warm, went again to the north window to look out. 

The water had risen a little. The sun had gone down, and 
there was a reddish glow. He rubbed his hair into a black, wet 
tangle, then paused for breath, in a sudden access of shudder- 
ing, then looked out again, then rubbed again on his breast, 
and began to cough afresh, because of the water he had 
swallowed. His towel was red: he had hyrt himrelf some- 
where: but he felt nothing. 

There was still the strange, huge noise of water, and the 
horrible bump of things bumping against the vmAls. The wmd 
was rising with sundown, cold and hard. The house shook 
with explosive thuds, and weird, weird, frightening noises 
came up. 

A terror creeping over his soul, he went again to the door. 
The Adnd, roaring with the waters, blew in as he opened* it.. 
Through the awesome gap in the house he saw the world, the 
waters, the chaos of horrible waters, the twilight, the perfect 
new moon high above the sunset, a faint thing, and clouds 
pushing dark into the sky, on the cold, blustery wind. 

Clenching his teeth again, fear mingling with resignation, 
or fatalism, in his soul, he, went into the room and closed the 
door, picking up her towel to see if it wer$ drier than his 
own, and less blood-stained, again rubbing his head and going 
to the window’. 

He turned away, unable to control his spasms of shivering. 
Yvette had disappeared right under the bedcfothes, and nothing 
of her was visible but a shivering mound under the white quilt. 
He laid his hand on this shivering mound, as if for company. 
It did not stop shivering. 

“All right!" he said/fAll right! Water's going down!” 
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She suddenly uncovered her head and peered out at him 
from a white face. She peered into his greenish, curiously calm 
face, semi-conscious His teeth were chattering unheeded as 
he gazed down at her, his black eyes still full of the fire of life 
and a certain vagabond calm of fatalistic resignation. 

“Warm me!’* she moaned, with chattering teeth. “JVarm 
me! I shall die of shivering.” 

A terrible convulsion went through her curled-up white 
body, enough indeed to rupture her and cause her to die. 

The gipsy nodded, and took har in his arms, and held her 
in a cla^> like a vice, to still his own shuddering. He himself 
was shuddering fearfutly, and o?ly semi-conscious. It was the 
shock. 

The vice-like grip of his arms round her seemed to her the 
only stable point in her consciousness. It was a fearful relief 
to her heart, which was strained to bursting. And though his 
body, wrapped round her strange and lithe and powerful, like 
tentacles, rippled with shuddering as an electric current, still 
the rigid tension of the muscles that held her clenched steadied 
them both, and gradually the sickening violence of the shud~ 
dering, caused by shock, abated, in his body first, then in hers, 
and the warmth revived between them. And as it roused, 
their tortured semi-conscious minds became unconscious, they 
passed away into sleep. 


x 

The sun was shining in heaven before men were able to get 
across the Papple with ladders. The bridge was gone. But the* 
flood had abated, and the house, that leaned forwards as if it 
were making a stiff bow to the stream, stood now in mud and 
wreckage, with a great heap of fallen masonry and debris at 
the south-west corner. Awful were the gaping mouths of 
rooms ! 

Inside, there 1 was no sign of life. But across-stream the 
gardener had come to reconnoitre, and the c<y>k appeared, 
thrilled with curiosity. She had escaped from the back door 
and up through the larches to the high-road, when she saw 
the gipsy bound past the house: thinking he was coming ta 
murder somebody. At the little top gate she had found his 
cart standing. The gardener had led the horse away to the 
‘Rfed Lion’ up at Darley, when night >had fallen. 
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This the men from Papplewick learned when at last they got 
across the stream with ladders, and to the back of the house. 
They were nervous, fearing a collapse of<he building, whose 
front was all undermined and whose back was choked up. 
They gazed with horror at. the silent shelves of the rector’s 
rows Qf books in his torn-open study; at the big brass bedstead 
of Granny’s room, the .bed so deep and comfortably made, but 
one brass leg of the bedstead perching tentatively over the 
tom void; at the wreckage of the maid’s room upstairs. The 
housemaid and the cook wept. Then a man climbed in 
cautiously through a smashed kitchen window, into the jungle 
and morass of the ground fl®or. He found the body of the 
old woman: or at least he saw ner foot, in its flat black 
slipper, muddily protruding from a mud-heap of debris. And 
he fled. 

The gardener said he was sure that Miss Yvette was not in 
the house. He had seen her and the gipsy swept away. But 
the policeman insisted on a search, and the Framley boys 
rushing up at last, the ladders were roped together. c Then the 
whole party set up a loud yell. But without result. No answer 
from within. 

A ladder was up. Bob Framley climbed, sma^ed a windflw, 
and clambered into Aunt ‘Cissie’s room. The perfect homely 
familiarity of everything terrified him like ghosts. The house 
might go down any minute. 

They had just got the ladder up to the top floor when men 
came«running from Darley, saying the old gipsy had been to 
tjje ‘Red Lion’«for the horse and cart, leaving word that his 
sOn had seen Yvette at the top of the house. But by that time 
the policeman was smashing the window of Yvette’s room. 

Yvette, fast asleep, started from under the bedclothes with 
a scream as the glass flew. She clutched the sheets round her 
nakedness. The policeman uttered a startled yell, which he 
converted into a cry of: ‘*Miss Yvette! Miss Yvette!” 

He turned round on the ladder and shouted to the faces 
below: 

“Miss Yvette’s in bed! — in bed!” 

And - he perched there on the ladder, an unmarried man, 
clutching the window in peril, not knowing what to do. 

Yvette sat up in bed, her hair in a matted tangle, and stared 
with wild eyes, clutching up the sheets at her naked breast. 
She had been so fery luc asleep, that she was still not there. 
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The policeman, terrified at the flabby ladder, climbed into 
the room, saying: 

“Don't be frightened, miss! Don't you worry any more 
about it: You’re safe now.” 

And Yvette, so dazed, thought he meant the gipsy. Where 
was the gipsy? This was the first thing in her mind. Where 
was her gipsy of this world’s-end night? 

He was gone ! He was gone ! And a policeman was in the 
room! A policeman! : * 

She rubbed her hand over her dazed brow.* 

“If yotffll get dressy, miss, we can get you down to safe 
ground. The house is likey to Jail. I suppose there's nobody 
in the other rooms? 

He stepped gingerly into the passage and gazed in terror 
through the torn-out end of the house, and far off saw the 
rector coming down in a motor-car, on the sunlit hill. 

Yvette, her face gone numb and disappointed, got up 
quickly, closing the bedclothes, and looked at herself a 
moment, *then oqened her drawers for clothing. She dressed 
herself, then looked in a mirror, and saw her matted hair with 
horror. Yet she did not care. The gipsy was gone, anyhow. 

Her own clothes lay in a sodden heap. There was a great 
sodden place on the carpet where his had been, and two blood- 
stained filthy towels. Otherwise there was no sign of him. 

She was tugging at her hair when the policeman tapped at 
her door. She called him to come in. He saw with relief that 
she was dressed and in her right senses. * 

“We’d better get out of the house as soon as possible, miss,” 
he reiterated. “It might fall any minute.” 

“Really!” said Yvette calmly. “Js it as bad as that?” 

There were great shouts. She had to go to the window. 
There, below, was the rector, his arms wide open, tears 
streaming down his face. 

“I’m perfect^ all right, daddy!” she said, with tiie calm- 
ness of her contradictory feelings. She would keep the gipsy a 
secret from him. At the same time, tears ran down her face. 

“Don’t you cry, miss, don’t you cry! The rector’s lost his 
mother, but he’s thanking his stars to have his daughter. We 
all thought you were gone as well, we did that!” 

“Is Granny drowned?” said Yvette. 

“.I’m afraid she is, poor lady!” said the policeman, with a 
grave face. 
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Yvette wept away into her hanky, which she had had to 
fetch from a drawer. 

“Dare you go down that ladder, miss ?'* said the policeman. 

Yvette looked at the sagging depth of it, and said promptly 
to herself: “No! Not for anything!’* — But then she remem- 
beredtf-he gipsy’s saying: “Be braver in the body.” 

“Have you bfeen in all the other rooms?’’ she said, in her 
weeping, turning to the policeman. 

“Yes, miss ! But you was the bnly person in the house, you 
know, save the old lady. Cbok got away in time, and Lizzie 
was up at her mother's. It was only yop and the poor old lady 
we was fretting about. Do yf>u think you dare go down that 
ladder?” 

“Oh yes!” said Yvette, with indifference. The gipsy was 
gone, anyway. 

And now the rector in torment watched his tall, slender 
daughter slowly stepping backwards down the sagging ladder, 
the policeman, peering heroically from the smashed window, 
holding the ladder’s top end. 

At the foot of the ladder Yvette appropriately fainted in her 
father’s arms, and was borne away with him, in the car, by 
Bob, to the Framley home. There the poor Ricille, a gliost 
of ghosts, wept with relief till she had hysterics, and even 
Aunt Cissie cried out among her tears : “Let the old be taken 
and the young spared! Oh, I can*t cry for the Mater, now 
Yvette is spared ! ” 

Anti she wept gallons. 

, The flood was caused by the sudden bursting of the great 
reservoir, up in Papple Highdale, five miles from the rectory. 
It was found out later that°an ancient, perhaps even a Roman 
mine tunnel, unsuspected, undreamed of, beneath the reservoir 
dam, had collapsed, undermining the whole dam. That was 
why the Papple had been, t for that last day, so uncannily full. 
And then the dam had burst. , 

The rector and the two girls stayed on at the Framleys’ till 
a new hojne*could be found. Yvette did not attend Granny’s 
funeral. She stayed in bed. 

Telling her tale, she only told how the gipsy had got her 
inside the porch, and she had crawled to the stairs out of the 
water. It was known that he had escaped : the old gipsy had 
said so, when he* fetched the horse and cart from the ‘Red 
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YVette could tell little. She was vague, confused, she seemed 
hardly to remember anything. But that was just like her. 

It was Bob Framliy who said : 

“You know, I think that gipsy deserves a medal/' 

The whole family suddenly was? struck. 

“Oh, we ought to thank him!” cried Lucille. 

The rector himself went with Bob in the car. But the quarry 
was deserted. The gipsies had lifted camp and gone, no one 
knew whither. 

And Yvette, lying in bed, moaifed in her heart : “Oh, I love 
him! I Ifeve him! I l?ve him!” The grief over him kept her 
prostrate. Yet practically «he tdo was acquiescent in the fact 
of his disappearance. Her young soul knew the wisdom of it. 

But after Granny’s funeral, she received a little letter, dated 
from some unknown place. 

“Dear Miss, I see in the paper you are all right after your 
ducking, as is the same with me. I hope I see you again one 
day, maybe at Tide^wcll cattle fair, or maybe we come that 
way agaifi. I corpe that diy to say good-bye! and I never said 
it, well, the water give no time, but I live in hopes. Your obdt. 
secant, Joe Boswell.” 

And only ti%en she reaMsrd that he had a name. 
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There was a peasant near -Jerusalem who acquired a young 
gamecock which looked a shabby little thin&, but which put 
on brave** feathers as«pring advanced, and was resplendent 
with arched and orange iffeck by the time the fig trees were 
letting out leaves from their end-tips. 

This peasant w r as poor, he lived in a cottage of mud-brick, 
and had only a dirty little inner courtyard with a tough fig 
tree for all his territory. He worked hard among the vines and 
olives and wheat of his master, then came home to sleep in 
the mud-brick cottage by the path. But he was proud of his 
young rdbster. Vi the shut-in yard were three shabby hens 
which laid small eggs, shed the few feathers they had, and 
m^le a disproportionate amount of dirt. There was also, in a 
corner under S straw root, a dull donkey that often went out 
with the peasant to work, but sometimes stayed at home. And 
there was the peasant's wife, a black-browed youngish woman 
who # did not work too hard. She threw a little grain, or the 
remains of the porridge mess, to the fowls, and she cut^green 
fodder with a sickle for the ass. 

The young cock grew to a certain splendour.' By some freak 
of destiny, he was a dandy rooster, in that dirty little yard 
with three patchy hens. He learned to crane his neck and give 
shrill answers to the crowing of other cocks, beyond the walls, 
in a world he knew nothing of. But there was a special fiery 
colour to his crow, and the distant* calling of the other cocks 
roused him to unexpected outbursts. 

“How he sings," said the peasant, as he got, up and pulled 
his day-shirt over his head. 

“He is good for twenty hens," said the wife. 

The peasant went out and looked with pride at his young 
rooster. A saucy, flamboyant bird, that has already made the 
final acquaintance of the three tattered hens. But the cockerel 
was tipping his head, listening to thejzhallenge of far-off un- 
seen cocks, in the unknown world. ^Saost voices, crowing at 
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him mysteriously out of limbo. He answered with a rifiging 
defiance, never to be daunted. 

“He will surely fly away one of thlse days/' paid the 
peasant's wife. 

So they lured him with grain, caught him, though he fought 
with 111 his wii}gs and feet, and they tied a cord round his 
shank, fastening it against the spur; and - they tied the other 
end of the cord to the post that held up the donkey’s straw 
pent-roof. 

The young cock, freed, marched with a prancing stride of 
indignation away from the humans, came to the end of his 
string, gave a tug and a hitcfl of Ifis tied leg, fell over for a 
moment, scuffled frantically on the unclean earthen floor, to 
the horror of the shabby hens, then with a sickening lurch, 
regained his feet, and stood to think. The peasant and the 
peasant’s wife laughed heartily, and the young cock heard 
them. And he knew, with a gloomy, foreboding kind of know- 
ledge that he was tied by the leg. 

He no longer pranced and ruffled and foiged his* feathers. 
He walked within the limits of his tether sombrely. Still he 
gobbled up the best bits of food. Still, sometimes, he saved^n 
extra-best bit for his favourite hen of the mofiient. Still he 
pranced with quivering, rocking fierceness upon such of his 
harem as came nonchalantly ^within range, and gave off . the 
invisible lure. And still he crowed defiance to the cock-clows 
that sjiowered up out of limbo, in the dawn. 

But there w^s.now a grim voracity in the way he gobbled 
hiS food, and a pinched triumph in the way he seized upon 
the shabby hens. His voice, above all, had lost the full gold 
of its clangour. He was tied by the leg, and he knew it. Body, 
soul and spirit were tied by that string. 

Underneath, however, the life in him was grimly unbroken. 
It was the cord that should«break. So one morning, just before 
the light of dawn, rousing from his slumbers# with a sudden 
wave of strength, he leaped forward on his wings, and the 
string snappett. He gave a wild, strange squawk, rose in one 
lift to the top of the wall, and there he crowed a loud and 
splitting crow. So loud, it woke the peasant. 

At the same time, at the same hour before dawn, on the 
same morning, a man awoke from a long sleep in which he 
was tied up. He woke numb and cold, inside a carved hole in 
theirock. Through alWtlfe long sleeo his bodv had been full 
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of hilrt, and it was still full of hurt. He did not open his eyes. 
Yet he knew that he was awake, and numb, and cold, and 
rigid, an,d full of hiftt, and tied up. His face was banded with 
cold bands, his legs were bandaged together. Only his hands 
were loose. 

He could move if he wanted : he knew that. But he ted no 
want. Who would want to come back from the dead ? A deep, 
deep nausea stirred in him, a # t the premonition of movement. 
He resented already the fact of the strange, incalculable 
moving that had already taken 'place in him: the moving 
back intfo consciousness. He had not wished it. He had 
wanted to stay outside, ifl the 'place where even memory is 
stone dead. 

But now, something had returned to him, like a returned 
letter, and in that return he lay overcome with a sense of 
nausea. Yet suddenly his hands moved. They lifted up, cold, 
heavy and sore. Yet they lifted up, to drag away the cloth 
from his face, and push at the shoulder-bands. Then they fell 
again, cold, heavy, numb, and sick with having moved even so 
much, unspeakably unwilling to move further. 

^Vith his face cleared and his shoulders free, he lapsed again, 
and lay dead, testing on :he cold nullity of being dead. It was 
the most desirable. And almost, he had it complete : the utter 
cold nullity of being outside. 

Yft when he was most nearly gone, suddenly, driven by 
an ache at the wrists, his hands rose and began pushing at the 
bandages of his knees, his feet began to stir, % even while his 
breast lay cold and dead still. 

And at last, the eyes opened. On to the dark. The same 
dark! Yet perhaps there was a p^le chink, of the all-disturb- 
ing light, prising open the pure dark. He could not lift his 
head. The eyes closed. And again it was finished. 

Then suddenly he leaned up, and the great world reeled. 
Bandages fell away. And narrow walls, of rock closed upon 
him, and gave the new anguish of imprisonment. There were 
chinks of light. With a wave of strength that came from 
revulsion, he leaned forward, in that narrow well of rock, 
and leaned frail hands on the rock near the chinks of 
light. 

Strength came from somewhere, from revulsion; there was 
a crash and a wave of light, and the dead njan was crouching 
in his lair, facing the animal onrush Alight. Yet it was hardly 
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dawn. And the strange, piercing keenness of daybreak's sharp 
breath was on him. It meant full awakening. 

Slowly, slowly he crept down from tHe cell of rock with 
the caution of the bitterly wounded. Bandages and linen and 
perfume fell away, and he crouched on the ground against the 
wall ttf rock, to recover oblivion. But he saw his hurt feet 
touching the earth again, with unspeakable pain, the earth 
they had meant to touch no more, and he saw his thin legs 
that had died, and pain unknowable, pain like utter bodily 
disillusion, filled him so full that he stood up, with one tom 
hand on the ledge of the tomb. 

To be back ! To be back a^ain, fcfter all that ! He saw the 
linen swathing-bands fallen round his dead feet, and stooping, 
he picked them up, folded them, and laid them back in the 
rocky cavity from which he had emerged. Then he took the 
perfumed linen sheet, wrapped it round him as a mantle, and 
turned away, to the wanness of the chill dawn. 

He was alone; and having died, was even beyond loneliness. 

Filled still with the sickness of unspeakable disilhision, the 
man stepped with wincing feet down the rocky slope, past the 
sleeping soldiers, who lay wrapped in their woollen manfles 
under the wild laurels. Silent, on naked scarred 1 feet, wrapped 
in a white linen shroud, he glanced down for a moment on 
the inert, heap-like bodies of the soldiers. They were repulsive, 
a slow squalor of limbs, yet he felt a certain compassion’ He 
passejl on towards the road, lest they should wake. 

Having nowhere to go, he turned from the city that stood 
cflh her hills. He slowly followed the road away from the 
town, past the olives, under which purple anemones were 
drooping in the chill of dawn, and rich-green herbage was 
pressing thick. The world, the same as ever, the natural world, 
thronging with greenness, a nightingale winsomely, wistfully, 
coaxingly calling from the«bushes beside a runnel of water, in 
the world, the natural world of morning and evening, forever 
undying, from,which he had died. 

He went ctii, on scarred feet, neither of this world nor of the 
next, ^either here' nor there, neither seeing nor yet sightless, 
he passed dimly on, away from the city and its precincts, 
wondering why he should be travelling, yet driven by a dim, 
deep nausea of disillusion, and a resolution of which he was 
not even aware. 

Advancing in a kinfl*of half-consciousness under the dry 
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stone’ wall of the olive orchard, he was roused by the shrill, 
wild crowing of a cock just near him, a sound which made 
him shiver as if electricity had touched him. He saw a black 
and orange cock on a bough above the road, then running 
through the olives of the upper 'level, a peasant in a grey 
woollen shirt-tunic. Leaping out of greenness, came the^tllack 
and orange cock with the red comb, his* tail-feathers streaming 
lustrous. 

"O, stop him, master!" balled the peasant. "My escaped 
cock ! ” 

The m$n addressed with a sudden flicker of smile, opened 
his great white wings of a%hroi?d in front of the leaping bird. 
The cock fell back with a squawk and a flutter, the peasant 
jumped forward, there was a terrific beating of wings and 
whirring of feathers, then the peasant had the escaped cock 
safely under his arm, its wings shut down, its face crazily 
craning forward, its round eyes goggling from its white chops. 

"It’s my escaped cock!" said the peasant, soothing the bird 
with his - )eft han^l, as he looked perspiringly up into the face 
of the man wrapped in white linen. 

The peasant changed countenance, and stood transfixed, as 
he looked inti! the dead-white face of the man who had died. 
That dead-white face, so still, with the black beard growing 
on it as if in death; and those wide-open, black, sombre eyes, 
that’ had died! and those washed scars on the waxy forehead! 
The slow-blooded man of the field let his jaw drop, in childish 
inability to meet the situation. f 

"Don’t be afraid,” said the man in the shroud. "I am not 
dead. They took me down too soon. So I have risen up. Yet 
if they discover me, they will do It all over again . . .” 

He spoke in a voice of old disgust. Humanity! Especially 
humanity in authority! There was only one thing it could 
do. He looked with black, indifferent eyes into the quick, 
shifty eyes of t the peasant. The peasajit quailed, and was 
powerless under the look of deathly indifference and strange, 
cold resoluteness. He could only say the one Sling he was 
afraid to say: 

“Will you hide in my house, master?” 

"I will rest there. But if you tell anyone, you know what 
will happen. You will have to go before a judge.” 

VMe! I shan’t speak. Let us be quick!” , 

The peasant looked round in feai? Vondering sulkily wjiy 
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he had let himself in for this doom. The man with scarred feet 
climbed painfully up to the level of the olive garden, and 
followed the sullen, hurrying peasant acfbss the green wheat 
among the olive trees.* He felt the cool silkiness of tfie young 
wheat under his feet that had been dead, and the roughishness 
of it^e'parate ljfe was apparent to him. At the edges of rocks, 
he saw the silky, silvery-haired buds of the scarlet anemone 
bending downwards. And they ; too, were in another world. 
In his own world he was alone, : utterly alone. These things 
around him were in a world that had never died. But he him- 
self had died, or had been killed from*out of it, and all that 
remained now was the great* void Nausea of utter disillusion. 

They came to a clay cottage, and the peasant waited 
dejectedly for the other man to pass. 

“Pass ! ” he said. “Pass ! We have not been seen.” 

The man in white linen entered the earthen room, taking 
with him the aroma of strange perfumes. The peasant closed 
the door, and passed through the inner doorway into the yard, 
where the ass stood within the high walls* safe from being 
stolen. There the peasant, in great disquietude, tied up the 
cock. The man with the waxen face sat down on a mat qpar 
the hearth, for he was spent and barely conscious. Yet he heard 
outside the whispering of the peasant to his wife, for the 
woman had been watching from the roof. 

Presently they came in, and the woman hid her face* She 
poured water, and put bread and dried figs on a wooden platter. 

“Eat, master € l” said the peasant. “Eat! No one has seen.” 
*: But the stranger had no desire for food. Yet he moistened a 
little bread in the water, and ate it, since life must be. But 
desire was dead in him, evdn for food and drink. He had risen 
without desire, without even the desire to live, empty save for 
the all-overwhelming disillusion that lay like nausea where 
his life had been. Yet perhaps, deeper even than disillusion, 
was a desireless resoluteness, deeper even thap consciousness. 

The peasant; and his wife stood near the door, watching. 
They saw With terror the livid wounds on the thin, waxy 
hands and the thirt feet of the stranger, and the small lacera- 
tions in the still dead forehead. They smelled with terror the 
scent of rich perfumes that came from him, from his body. 
And they looked at the fine, snowy, costly linen. Perhaps 
really he was a ijead king, from the region of terrors. And 
he* was still cold andrfemote in the region of death, with 
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perfumes coming from his transparent body as if from some 
strange flower. 

Having with diffitulty swallowed , some of the moistened 
bread, her lifted his eyes to them. He sajv them as they were: 
limited, meagre in their life, without any splendour of gesture 
and of courage. But they were what they were, slow; inevit- 
able parts 6f the natural world. They had no nobility, but fear 
made them compassionate. 

And the stranger had co^tfpassion on them again, for he 
knew that they would respond best to gentleness, giving back 
a clumsyagentleness again. 

“Do not be afraid,” he stid tc*them gently. “Let me stay a 
little while with you. I shall not stay long. And then I shall 
go away for ever. But do not be afraid. No harm will come to 
you through me.” 

They believed him at once, yet the fear did not leave them. 
And they said: 

“Stay, master, while ever you will. Rest! Rest quietly!” 

But they were afraid. 

So he let them be, and the peasant went away with the ass. 
The sun had risen bright, and in the dark house with the door 
shift, the manias again as if in the tomb. So he said to the 
woman : “I would lie in the yard.” 

And she swept the yard for him, and laid him a mat, and 
he lay down under the wall in the morning sun. There he saw 
the first green leaves spurting like flames from the ends of the 
enclosed fig tree, out of the bareness to the sky of spring above. 
But the man who had died could not look, he bnly lay quite 
still in the sun, which was not yet too hot, and had no desire 
in him, not even to move. But he lay with his thin legs in the 
sun, his black, perfumed hair falling into the hollows of his 
neck, and his thin, colourless arms utterly inert. As he lay 
there, the hens clucked, and scratched, and the escaped cock, 
caught and tied by the leg again, cowered in a corner. 

The peasant v^oman was frightened. She came peeping, and, 
seeing him never move, feared to have a dead m£ruin the yard. 
But the sun had grown stronger, he opened his eyes and looked 
at her. And now she was frightened of the man who was alive, 
but spoke nothing. 

He opened his eyes, and saw the world again bright as glass. 
It was life, in which he had no share any more. But it shone 
outside him, blue sky, and a bare fi^ Cree faith little jets pf 
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green leaf. Bright as glass, and he was not of it, for desire 
had failed. 

Yet he was there, and not extinguished. The day passed in 
a kind of coma, and ^t evening he went into the house. The 
peasant man came home, but he was frightened, and had 
nothing to say. The stranger, too, ate of the mess of beans, 
a little. Then *he washed his hands and turned to the wall, 
and was silent. The peasants were silent too. They watched 
their guest sleep. Sleep was so liear death he could still sleep. 

Yet when the sun came up, he went again to lie in the yard. 
The sun was the one thing that drew r him and swayed him, 
and he still wanted to feel the co<tl air of the morning in his 
nostrils, see the pale sky overhead. He still hated to be shut 
up. 

As he came out, the young cock crowed. It was a diminished, 
pinched cry, but there was that in the voice of the bird 
stronger than chagrin. It was the necessity to live, and even 
to cry out the triumph of life. The man who had died stood 
and watched the cock 'who had escaped and been caught, 
ruffling himself up, rising forward on his ioes, throwing up 
his head, and parting his beak in another challenge from life 
to death. The brave sounds rang out, and thqugh they tf/ere 
diminished by the cord round the bird’s leg, they were not 
cut off. The man who had died looked nakedly on life, and 
saw a vast resoluteness everywhere flinging itself up in stormy 
or subtle wave-crests, foam-tips emerging out of the blue in- 
visible, a black and orange cock or the green flame-tongues 
out of the etfcremes of the fig tree. They came forth, these 
things and creatures of spring, glowing with desire and with 
assertion. They came like crests of foam, out of the blue flood 
of the invisible desire, out of the vast invisible sea of strength, 
and they came coloured and tangible, evanescent, yet death- 
less in their coming. Thg man who had died looked on the 
great swing into existence of things that had not died, but he 
saw no longer their' tremulous desire to exi£t and to be. He 
heard instead 1 their ringing, ringing, defiant challenge to all 
other things existing. 

The man lay still, with eyes that had died now wide open 
and darkly still, seeing the everlasting resoluteness of life. 
And the cock, with the flat, brilliant glance, glanced back at 
him, with a bird’s half-seeing look. And always the man who 
had died saw not the «bt;d alone, but the short, sharp wave of 
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life of which the bird was the crest. He watched the queer, 
beaky motion of the creature as it gobbled into itself the 
scraps of food; its gSmcing of the eye of life, ever alert and 
watchful, *over-weening and cautions, and the voice of its life, 
crowing triumph and assertion, yet strangled by a cord of 
circumstance. He seemed to hear the queer speech of very 
life, as the cock triumphantly imitated the clucking of the 
favourite hen, when she had laid an egg, a clucking which still 
had, in the male bird, the hoflow chagrin of the cord round 
his leg. And when the man threw* a bit of bread to the cock, 
it called tfrith an extraordinary cooing tenderness, tousling and 
saving the morsel for the hdns. The hens ran up greedily, and 
carried the morsel away beyond the reach of the string. 

Then, walking complacently after them, suddenly the male 
bird’s leg would hitch at the end of his tether, and he would 
yield with a kind of collapse. His flag fell, he seemed to 
diminish, he would huddle in the shade. And he was young, 
his tail-feathers, glossy as they were, were not fully grown. 
It was not»till evening again that the tide of life in him made 
him forget. Then ‘when his favourite hen came strolling un- 
concernedly near him, emitting the lure, he pounced on her 
with all his fathers vibrating. And the man who had died 
watched the unsteady, rocking vibration of the bent bird, and 
it was not the bird he saw, but one wave-tip of life overlap- 
ping for a minute another, in the tide of the swaying ocean 
of life. And the destiny of life seemed more fierce and com- 
pulsive to him even than the destiny of death. The doofti of 
death was a shadow compared to the raging obstiny of life, 
the determined surge of life. 

At twilight the peasant came hdme with the ass, and he 
said: “Master! It is said that the body was stolen from the 
garden, and the tomb is empty, and the soldiers are taken 
away, accursed Romans ! And the women are there to weep. M 

The man whojiad died looked at the mqn who had not died. 

“It is well,” he said. “Say nothing, and we are safe.” 

And the peasant was relieved. He looked rathtr dirty and 
stupid, and even as much flaminess as that of the young cock, 
which he had tied by the leg, would never glow in Ivrh. He 
was without fire. But the man who had died thought to him- 
self : 

“Why, then, should he be lifted up? C^ods of earth are 
turned over for refreshment, they are^^t to be lifted up. I^pt 
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the earth remain earthy, and hold its own again the sky. I 
was to seek to lift it up. I was wrong to try to interfere. The 
ploughshare of devastation will be set in <the soil of Judea, and 
the life of this peasant will be overturned like the sods of the 
field. No man can save the earth from tillage. It is tillage, not 
salvation . . .” 

So he saw the man, the peasant, with compassion; but the 
man who had died no longer wished to interfere in the soul of 
the man who had not died, and' Who could never die, save to 
return to earth. Let him refum to earth in his own good hour, 
and let no one try to interfere whec the earth claims her 
own. 

So the man with scars let the peasant go from him, for the 
peasant had no rebirth in him. Yet the man who had died said 
to himself : “He is my host.” 

And at dawn, when he was better, the man who had died 
rose up, and on slow, sore feet retraced his way to the garden. 
For he had been betrayed in a garden, and buried in a garden. 
And as he turned round the screen of laurels, near the rock- 
face, he saw a woman hovering by the tomb, a woman in 
blue and yellow. She peeped again into the mouth of the ljole, 
that was like a deep cupboard. But still thertb was nothing. 
And she wrung her hands and wept. And as she turned away, 
she saw the man in white, standing by the laurels, and she gave 
a cry, thinking it might be a spy, and she said : 

“They have taken him away ! ” 

So* he said to her : 

, “Madeleine f” 

Then she reeled as if she would fall, for she knew him. And 
he said to her : 

“Madeleine! Do not be afraid. I am alive. They took me 
down too soon, so I came back to life. Then I was sheltered in 
a house.” 

She did not know, what to say, but fell at his feet to kiss 
them. 

“Don't touch me, Madeleine,” he said. “Not yet! I am not 
yet healed and in touch with men.” 

So £he wept because she did not know what to do. And he 
said : 

“Let us go aside, among the bushes, where we can speak 
unseen.” 

^So in her blue mantJL^md her yellow robe, she followed him 
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among the trees, and he sat down under a myrtle bush. And 
he said: 

41 1 am not yet quit* come to. Madeleine, what is to be done 
next?” 

“Master!” she said. “Oh, we have wept for you! And will 
you come back to us?” 

“What is finished is finished, and for me the end is past,” he 
said. “The stream will run till no more rains fill it, then it will 
dry up. For me, that life is d\fer.” 

“And will you give up your triifmph?” she said sadly. 

“My triumph,” he s?jd, “is that I am not dead. I have out- 
lived my mission and kno\^ no Aore of it. It is my triumph. 
I have survived the day and the death of my interference, and 
am still a man. I am young still, Madeleine, not even come to 
middle age. I am glad all that is over. It had to be. But now 
I am glad it is over, and the day of my interference is done. 
The teacher and the saviour are dead in me; now I can go 
about my business, into my own single life.” 

She heawd him, and did not fully understand. But what he 
said made her feel disappointed. 

“But you will come back to us?” she said, insisting. 

“I don’t knofy what I shall do,” he said. “When I am healed, 
I shall know better. But my mission is over, and my teaching 
is finished, and death has saved me from my own salvation. 
Oh, Madeleine, I want to take my single way in life, which is 
my portion. My public life is over, the life of my self- 
importance. Now I can wait on life, and say nothing/ and 
have no one betray me. I wanted to be greater ftian the limits 
of my hands and feet, so I brought betrayal on myself. And I 
know I wronged Judas, my poor JiJdas. For I have died, and 
now I know my own limits. Now I can live without striving 
to sway others any more. For my reach ends in my finger- 
tips, and my stride is no longer thai> the ends of my toes. Yet 
I would embrace multitudes, I who have never truly embraced 
even one. But Judas and the high priests savec^ me from my 
own salvation, and soon I can turn to my destiny hke,a bather 
in the sea at dawn, who has just come down to the shore 
alone.” 

“Do you want to be; alone henceforward?” she asked. “And 
was your mission nothing? Was it all untrue?” 

“Nay!” he said. “Neither were your lqyers in the past 
nothing. They were much to you, b%f,you took more than 
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you gave. Then you came to me for salvation from your own 
excess. And I, in my mission, I too ran to excess. I gave more 
than I took, and that also is woe and vairtty. So Pilate and the 
high priests saved me from my own excessive salvation. Don’t 
run to excess now in living, Madeleine. It only means another 
death." 

She pondered bitterly, for the need for excessive giving was 
in her, and she could not bear to be denied. 

“And will you not come back -to us?" she said. “Have you 
risen for yourself alone?" * 

He heard the sarcasm in her voice, ajid looked at her beauti- 
ful face which still was dense i with f excessive need for salvation 
from the woman she had been, the female who had caught 
men at her will. The cloud of necessity was on her, to be 
saved from the old, wilful Eve, who had embraced many men 
and taken more than she gave. Now the other doom was on 
her. She wanted to give without taking. And that, too, is hard, 
and cruel to the warm body. 

“I have not risen from the dead in orjler to ceek death 
again," he said. 

She glanced up at him, and saw the weariness settling a^ain 
on his waxy face, and the vast disillusion in hi^dark eyes, and 
the underlying indifference. He felt her glance, and said to 
himself : 

“Now my own followers will want to do me to death tigain, 
for having risen up different from their expectation." 

“fiut you will come to us, to see us, us who love you?" she 
Said. 

He laughed a little and said : 

“Ah, yes." Then he addtd : “Have you a little money? Will 
you give me a little money? I owe it." 

She had not much, but it pleased her to give it to him. 

“Do you think," he said to her, “that I might come and live 
with you in your house?" 

She looked t up at him with large blue eyes, that gleamed 
strangely. 

“Now?" she said with peculiar triumph. 

And he, who shrank now from triumph of any sort, his own 
or another's, said : 

“Not now! Later, when I am healed, and . . . and I am in 
touch with the ijesh." 

,The words falter ec^fi him. And in his heart he knew he 



THE MAN WHO DIED 


1 S 

would'never go to live in her house. For the flicker of triumph 
had gleamed in her eyes; the greed of giving. But she mur- 
mured in a humming* rapture: 

"Ah, you know I would give up everything to you." 

"Nay !" he said. "I didn’t ask that." 

A revulsion from all the life he had known came overihim 
again, the great nausea of disillusion, and the spear-thrust 
through his bowels. He crouched under the myrtle bushes, 
without strength. Yet his eyfc? were open. And she looked at 
him again, and she saw that it Vas not the Messiah. The 
Messiah llhd not risen. #The enthusiasm and the burning purity 
were gone, and the rapt yoftth. ftis youth was dead. This man 
was middle-aged and disillusioned, with a certain terrible in- 
difference, and a resoluteness which love would never conquer. 
This was not the Master she had so adored, the young, flamy, 
unphysical exalter of her soul. This was nearer to the lovers 
she had known of old, but with a greater indifference to the 
personal issue, and a lesser susceptibility. 

She was thrown out of the balance of her rapturous, 
anguished adoration. This risen man was the death of her 
dre^m. 

"You shoulcf go now," he said to her. "Do not touch me, I 
am in death. I shall come again here, on the third day. Come 
if you will, at dawn. And we will speak again." 

Sh? went away, perturbed and shattered. Yet as she went, 
her mind discarded the bitterness of the reality, and she con- 
jured up rapture and wonder, that the Master was risen® and 
was not dead. He was risen, the Saviour, th*e exalter, the 
wonder-worker! He was risen, but not as man; as pure God, 
who should not be touched by flesih, and who should be rapt 
away into Heaven. It was the most glorious and most ghostly 
of the miracles. 

Meanwhile the man who had died gathered himself together 
at last, and slowly made his way to the .peasant’s house. He 
was glad to go back to them, and away from Madeleine and 
his own associates. For the peasants had the inertia^ of earth 
and would let him rest, and as yet, would put no compulsion 
on him. 

The woman was qn the roof, looking for him. She was 
afraid that he had gone away. His presence in the house had 
become like gentle wine to her. She hastened to the door, to 
him. 
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“Where have you been?” she said. “Why did you go 
away?” 

“I have been to walk in a garden, and'' I have seen a friend, 
who gave me a little .money. It is for you.” 

He held out his thin hand, with the small amount of money, 
all that Madeleine could give him. The peasant’s wife’s eyes 
glistened, for money was scarce, and she said : 

“Oh, master! And is it truly mine?” 

“Take it!” he said. “It buys bfead, and bread brings life.” 

So he lay down in the y&rd again, sick with relief at being 
alone again. For with the peasants he#could be alone, but his 
own friends would never let ‘him be alone. And in the safety 
of the yard, the young cock was dear to him, as it shouted in 
the helpless zest of life, and finished in the helpless humilia- 
tion of being tied by the leg. This day the ass stood swishing 
her tail under the shed. The man who had died lay down 
and turned utterly away from life, in the sickness of death in 
life. 

But the woman brought wine and wat^r, and«sweetened 
cakes, and roused him, so that he ate a little, to please her. 
The day was hot, and as she crouched to serve him, he^aw 
her breasts sway from her humble body, under tier smock. He 
knew she wished he would desire her, and she was youngish, 
and not unpleasant. And he, who had never known a woman, 
would have desired her if he could. But he could not wartt her, 
though he felt gently towards her soft, crouching, humble 
body. But it was her thoughts, her consciousness, he could 
not mingle wfth. She was pleased with the money, and now 
she wanted to take more from him. She wanted the embrace 
of his body. But her littlfc soul was hard, and short-sighted, 
and grasping, her body had its little greed, and no gentle 
reverence of the return gift. So he spoke a quiet, pleasant 
word to her and turned away. He could not touch the little, 
personal body, the little, personal life of this woman, nor in 
any other. He turned away from it without hesitation. 

Risen from the dead, he had realised at last that the body, 
too, has its little life, and beyond that, the greater life. He was 
virgin* in recoil from the little, greedy life of the body. But 
now he knew that virginity is a form pf greed; and that the 
body rises again to give and to take, to take and to give, un- 
greedily. Now hj knew that he had risen for the woman, or 
wjpmen, who knew tfy% greater life of the body, not greedy to 



THE MAN WHO DIED 


1 7 

give, not greedy to take, and with whom he could mingle his 
'body. But having died, he was patient, knowing there was 
time, an eternity of time. And he was driven by no greedy 
desire, either to give himself to others, .or to grasp anything 
for himself. For he had died. 

The peasant came home from work and said : 

“Master, 1 thank ypu for the money. But we did not want 
it. And all I have is yours/’ 

But the man who had diqcf was sad, because the peasant 
stood there in the little, personal body, and his eyes were 
cunning &id sparkling # with the hope of greater rewards in 
money later on. True, the j^asaflt had taken him in free, and 
had risked getting no reward. But the hope was cunning in 
him. Yet even this was as men are made. So when the peasant 
would have helped him to rise, for night had fallen, the man 
who had died said : 

“Don’t touch me, brother. I am not yet risen to the Father/’ 

The sun burned wim greater splendour, and burnished the 
young cock brighter. But the peasant kept the string renewed, 
and the bird was £ prisoner. Yet the flame of life burned up 
to a sharp point in the cock, so that it eyed askance and 
haughtily the «ian who v ad died. And the man smiled and 
held the bird dear, and he said to it : 

“Surely thou art risen to the Father, among birds/’ 

And the young cock, answering, crowed. 

When at dawn on the third morning the man went to the 
garden, he was absorbed, thinking of the greater life oPthe 
body, beyond the little, narrow, personal life. 0 So he came 
through the thick screen of laurel and myrtle bushes, near the 
rock, suddenly, and he saw three w*>men near the tomb. One 
was Madeleine, and one was the woman who had been his 
mother, and the third was a woman he knew, called Joan. He 
looked up, and saw them all, and they saw him, and they were 
all afraid. 

He stood arrested in the distance, knowing they were there 
to claim him back, bodily. But he would in no wise return to 
them. Pallid, in the shadow of a grey morning that Vas blow- 
ing to rain, he saw them, and turned away. But Madeleine 
hastened towards him. 

“I did not bring them,” she said. “They have come of them- 
selves. See, I have brought you money! . ^ . Will you not 
speak to them?” 
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She offered him some gold pieces, and he took* them, 
saying : 

“May I have this money? 1 shall nee# it. I cannot speak to 
them, for I am not yet ascended to the Father. And 1 must 
leave you now." 

«Ah! Where will you go?” she cried. 

He looked a*t her, and saw she was clutching for the man in 
him who had died and was dead, the man of his youth and his 
mission, of his chastity and his'fear, of his little life, his giving 
without taking. • 

“1 must go to my Father!” he said. |K 

“And you will leave us? Vhertfis your mother!” she cried, 
turning round with the old anguish, which yet was sweet to 
her. 

“But now I must ascend to my Father,” he said, and he drew 
back into the bushes, and so turned quickly, and went away, 
saying to himself: 

“Now I belong to r\o one and have no connection, and 
mission or gospel is gone from me. Lo! I cannot* make even 
my own life, and what have I to save? . . # . I can learn to be 
alone.” 

So he went back to the peasants’ house, to «*he yard where 
the young cock was tied by the leg with a string. And he 
wanted no one, for it was best to be alone; for the presence 
of people made him lonely. The sun and the subtle salve of 
spring healed his wounds, even the gaping wound of dis- 
illuSion through his bowels was closing up. And his need of 
men and women, his fever to have them and to be saved by 
them, this too was healing in him. Whatever came of touch 
between himself and the iMee of men, henceforth, should come 
without trespass or compulsion. For he said to himself : 

“I tried to compel them to live, so they compelled me to 
die. It is always so, wtfh compulsion. The recoil kills the 
advance. Now is my time to be alone.” € 

Therefore he went no more to the garden, but lay still and 
saw the suf/or walked at dusk across the olive slopes, among 
the green wheat, -that rose a palm-breadth higher every sunny 
day. 'And always he thought to himself: 

'How good it is to have fulfilled my r mission, and to be be- 
yond it. Now I can be alone, and leave all things to them- 
selves, and the fig tree may be barren if it will, and the rich 
Oiay be rich. MV wa lr<£s my own alone. 
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So th^ green jets of leaves unspread on the fig tree, with the 
bright, translucent, green blood of the tree. And the young 
cock grew brighter, njore lustrous with the sun’s burnishing; 
yet always .tied by the leg with a string. And the sun went 
down more and more in pomp, out of the -gold and red-flushed 
air. The man who had died was aware of it all, and he 
thought : 

The Word is but the midge that bites at evening. Man is 
tormented with words like midges, and they follow him right 
into the tomb. But beyond the tomb they cannot go. Now I 
have passed the place where words can bite no more and the 
air is clear, and there is^nottyng to say, and I am alone within 
my own skin, which is the walls of all my domain/ 

So he healed of his wounds, and enjoyed his immortality of 
being alive without fret. For in the tomb he had slipped that 
noose which we call care. For in the tomb he had left his 
striving self, which cares and asserts itself. Now his uncaring 
self healed and became whole within his skin, and he smiled to 
himself witji pure alonencss, which is one sort of immortality. 

Then he said to Jiimself : “I will wander the earth, and say 
nothing. For nothing is so marvellous as to be alone in the 
phenomenal wgrld, which is raging, and yet apart. And I have 
not seen it* I was too much blinded by my confusion within 
it. Now I will wander among the stirring of the phenomenal 
world, for it is the Stirring of all things among themselves 
which leaves me purely alone/’ 

So he communed with himself, and decided to be a physician. 
Because the power was still in him to heal any^nan or child 
who touched his compassion. Therefore he cut his hair and 
his beard after the right fashion, aijd sqiiled to himself. And 
he bought himself shoes, and the right mantle, and put the 
right cloth over his head, hiding all the little scars. And the 
peasant said : 

“Master, will you go forth from u£?” 

“Yes, for the tfcne is come for me to retilm to men/’ 

So he gave the peasant a piece of money, and»said to him: 

“Give me the cock that escaped and is now tied® by # the leg. 
For he shall go forth with me.” 

So for a piece of money the peasant gave the cock to the 
man who had died, afid at dawn the man who had died set 
out into the phenomenal world, to be fulfilled in his own 
loneliness in the midst of it. For pre\j<juslyihe had been too 
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much mixed up in it. Then he had died. Now he must come 
back, to be alone in the midst. Yet even now he did not go 
quite alone, for under his arm, as he we^t, he carried the cock, 
whose tail fluttered gaily behind, and who craned his head 
excitedly, for he too was adventuring out for the first time 
into the wider phenomenal world, which is the stirring of the 
b6Jy of cocks also. And the peasant woman shed a few tears, 
but then went indoors, being a peasant, to look again at the 
pieces of money. And it seemed to her, a gleam came out of 
the pieces of money, wonderful. 

The man who had died wandered on, and it was a sunny 
day. He looked around as ke v^ent, ^and stood aside as the 
pack-train passed by, towards the city. And he said to himself : 

“Strange is the phenomenal world, dirty and clean together! 
And I am the same. Yet I am apart! And life bubbles 
variously. Why should I have wanted it to bubble all alike? 
What a pity I preached to them ! A sermon is so much more 
likely to cake into mud, and to close the fountains, than is a 
psalm or a song. I made a mistake. I understand that they 
executed me for preaching to them. Yet th^y could not finally 
execute me, for now I am risen in my own aloneness, and 
inherit the earth, since I lay no claim on it. *And 1 wiS be 
alone in the seethe of all things; first and foremost, for ever, 
I shall be alone. But I must toss this bird into the seethe of 
phenomena, for he must ride his wave. How hot he js with 
life! Soon, in some place, I shall leave him among the hens. 
And perhaps one evening I shall meet a woman who can lure 
my risen body/ yet leave me my aloneness. For the body of 
my desire has died, and I am not in touch anywhere. Yet how 
do I know! All at least 7 is life. And this cock gleams with 
bright aloneness, though he answers the lure of hens. And I 
shall hasten on to that village on the hill ahead of me; already 
I am tired and weak, and want to close my eyes to every- 
thing.” 

Hastening a little with the desire to have iinished going, he 
overtook two men going slowly, and talking. And being soft- 
footed, ,he heard 4hey were speaking of himself. And he 
remejnbered them, for he had known them in his life, the life 
of his mission. So he greeted them, but did not disclose him- 
self in the dusk, and they did not know'him. He said to them : 

“What then of him who would be king, and was put to 
death for it?” 
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They answered suspiciously: “Why ask you of him?” 

“I have known him, and thought much about him,” he 
said. 

So they ‘replied : “He has risen.” 

“Yea! And where is he, and how does he live?” 

“We know not, for it is not revealed. Yet he is risen, ,^nd 
in a little while will ascend unto the Father.” 

“Yea! And where then is his Father?” 

“Know ye not? You are Wen of the Gentiles! The Father 
is in Heaven, above the cloud an8 the firmament.” 

“Tru$? Then how ^vill he ascend?” 

“As Elijah the Prophet, toe shall go up in a glory.” 

“Even into the sky.” 

“Into the sky.” 

“Then is he not risen in the flesh?” 

“He is risen in the flesh.” 

“And will he take flesh up into the sky?” 

“The Father in Heaven will take him up.” 

The man who had died said no more, for his say was over, 
and words beget 'words, even as gnats. But the man asked 
him: “Why do you carry a cock?” 

‘*1 am a hefler,” he s.ud, “and the bird hath virtue.” 

“You are not a believer?” 

“Yea! I believe thjp bird is full of life and virtue.” 

They walked on in silence after this, and he felt they dis- 
liked his answer. So he smiled to himself, for a dangerous 
phenomenon in the world is a man of narrow belief, who 
denies the right of his neighbour to be alone* And as they 
came to the outskirts of the village, the man who had died 
stood still in the gloaming and saM in his old voice: 

“Know ye me not?” 

And tKey cried in fear: “Master!” 

“Yea!” he said, laughing softly.. And he turned suddenly 
away, down a sjj de lane, and was gone ujider the wall before 
they knew. 

So he came to an inn where the asses stood in the yard. 
And he called for fritters, and they were made for* him. So 
he slept under a shed. But in the morning he was wakened 
by a loud crowing, jnd his cock’s voice ringing in his ears. 
So he saw the rooster of the inn walking forth to battle, with 
his hens, a goodly number, behind him. Thm the cock of the 
man who had died sprang forth, and## battle began between 
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the birds. The man of the inn ran to save his rooster, but the 
man who had died said: 

"If my bird wins I will give him thee*' And if he lose, thou 
shalt eat him." 

So the birds fought savagely, and the cock of the man who 
hafl, died killed yhe common cock of the yard. Then the man 
who had died said to his young cock : 

“Thou at least hast found thy kingdom, and the females to 
thy body. Thy aloneness can tSke on splendour, polished by 
the lure of thy hens.” * 

And he left his bird there, and w^nt on deeper into the 
phenomenal world, which is* a vast complexity of entangle- 
ments and allurements. And he asked himself a last question : 

"From what, and to what, could this infinite whirl be 
saved?” 

So he went his way, and was alone. But the way of the 
world was past belief, as he saw the strange entanglement of 
passions and circumstance and compulsion everywhere, but 
always the dread insomnia of compulsion. It was fear, the 
ultimate fear of death, that made men m'ad. So always he 
must move on, for if he stayed, his neighbours wound the 
strangling of their fear and bullying round hifn. There "was 
nothing he could touch, for all, in a mad assertion of the ego, 
wanted to put a compulsion on him, and violate his intrinsic 
solitude. It was the mania of cities and societies and hests, to 
lay a compulsion upon a man, upon all men. For men and 
women alike were mad with the egoistic fear of their own 
nothingness. ‘And he thought of his own mission, how he had 
tried to lay the compulsion of love on all men. And the old 
nausea came back on him? For there was no contact without 
a subtle attempt to inflict a compulsion. And already he had 
been compelled even into death. The nausea of the old wound 
broke out afresh, and he looked again on the world with repul- 
sion, dreading its m,ean contacts. 

n 

The wind came cold and strong from inland, from the in- 
visible snows of Lebanon. But the temple, facing south and 
west, towards Egypt, faced the splendid sun of winter as he 
curved down towards the sea, the warmth and radiance flooded 
ip between the pillarSqof painted wood. But the sea was in- 
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visible/ because of the trees, though its dashing sounded among 
the hum of pines. The air was turning golden to afternoon. 
The wom^n who setved Isis stood in her yellow robe, and 
looked up at the steep slopes coming dawn to the sea, where 
the olive trees silvered under the* wind like water splashing. 
She was alone save for the goddess. And in the winter after- 
noon the light stood erect and magnificent off the invisible sea, 
filling* the hills of the coast. §lje went towards the sun, through 
the grove of Mediterranean pine # trees and evergreen oaks, in 
the mid# of which the temple stood, on a little, tree-covered 
tongue of land between two bays. 

It was only a very littl? way, and then she stood among 
the dry trunks of the outermost pines, on the rocks under 
which the sea smote and sucked, facing the open where the 
bright sun gloried in winter. The sea was dark, almost indigo, 
running away from the land, and crested with white. The 
hand of the wind brushed it strangely with shadow, as it 
brushed the olives of the slopes with silver. And there was no 
boat out. 

The three boats were drawn high up on the steep shingle of 
th^little bay. by the small grey tower. Along the edge of the 
shingle ran a nigh wall, inside which was a garden occupying 
the brief flat of the bay, then rising in terraces up the steep 
slope of the coast. »And there, some little way up, within 
another wall, stood the low white villa, white and alone as 
the coast, overlooking the sea. But higher, much highej up, 
where the olives had given way to pine trees again, ran the 
coast road, keeping to the height to be above trie gullies that 
came down to the bays. 

Upon it all poured the royal suflshine of the January after- 
noon. Or rather, all was part of the great sun, glow and 
substance and immaculate loneliness of the sea, and pure 
brightness. 

Crouching in»the rocks above the dark water, which only 
swung up and down, two slaves, half naked, .were dressing 
pigeons for the evening meal. They pierced the # throat of a 
blue, live bird, and let the drops of blood fall into the heaving 
sea, with curious concentration. They were performing some 
sacrifice, or workings some incantation. The woman of the 
temple, yellow and white and alone like a winter narcissus, 
stood between the pines of the small, humped peninsula where 
the temple secretly hid, and watchedl 
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A black-and-white pigeon, vividly white, like a ghost Escaped 
over the low dark sea, sped out, caught the wind, tilted, rode, 
soared and swept over the pine trees, ^hd wheeled away, a 
speck, inland. It had, escaped. The priestess heard the cry of 
the boy slave, a garden slave of about seventeen. He raised 
hisarms to heaven in anger as the pigeon wheeled away, naked 
and angry and young he held out his arms. Then he turned 
and seized the girl in an access of rage, and beat her with his 
fist that was stained with pigeon's blood. And she lay down 
with her face hidden, passive and quivering. The woman who 
owned them watched. And af she watched, she saw another 
onlooker, a stranger, in a low, bro?id hat, and a cloak of grey 
homespun, a dark bearded man standing on the little cause- 
way of a rock that was the neck of her temple peninsula. By 
the blowing of his dark-grey cloak she saw him. And he saw 
her, on the rocks like a white-and-yellow narcissus, because of 
the flutter of her white linen tunic, below the yellow mantle 
of wool. And both of them watched the two slaves. 

The boy suddenly left off beating the girl. € He crofiched over 
her, touching her, trying to make her speak. But she lay quite 
inert, face down on the smoothed rock. And he put his ajrms 
round her and lifted her, but she slipped back to^arth like one 
dead, yet far too quickly for anything dead. The boy, desperate, 
caught her by the hips and hugged hen to him, turning her 
over there. There she seemed inert, all her fight was fh her 
shoujders. He twisted her over, intent and unconscious, and 
pushed his h^nds between her thighs, to push them apart. 
And in an instant he was covering her in the blind, frightened 
frenzy of a boy’s first passion. Quick and frenzied his young 
body quivered naked on heVs, blind; for a minute. Then it lay 
quite still, as if dead. 

And then, in terror, he peeped up. He peeped round, and 
drew slowly to his feet, adjusting his loin-rag. He saw the 
stranger, and then he saw, on the rocks beycnd, the lady of 
Isis, his mistress. And as he saw her, his whole body shrank 
and cowed,, and w\th a strange cringing motion he scuttled 
lamely towards the door in the wall. 

The* girl sat up and looked after him. When she had seen 
him disappear, she too looked round* And she saw the 
stranger and the priestess. Then with a sullen movement she 
turned away, as c if she had seen nothing, to the four dead 
pigeons and the knife *H'hich lay there on the rock. And ?he 
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began to strip the small feathers, so that they rose on the wind 
like dust. 

The priestess turned away. Slaves ! Let the overseer watch 
them. She* was not interested. She went slowly through the 
pines again, back to the temple, vCdiich stood in the sun in a 
small clearing at* the. centre of the tongue of land. It was a 
small temple of wood, painted all pink and white and bftie, 
having at the front four wooden pillars rising like stems to the 
swollen lotus-bud of Egypt at the top, supporting the roof and 
open, spjky lotus-flowers of th£ outer frieze, which went 
round under the eavej. Two low steps of stone led up to 
the platform before the pittars* and the chamber behind the 
pillars was open. There a low stone altar stood, with a few 
embers in its hollow, and the dark stain of blood in its end 
groove. 

She knew her temple so well, for she had built it at her own 
expense, and tended it for seven years. There it stood, pink 
and white, like a flower in the little clearing, backed by 
blackish evergreen oaks; and the shadow of afternoon was 
already washing 8ver its pillar bases. 

jyie entered slowly, passing through to the dark inner 
chamber, lighted by a perfumed oil-flame. And once more she 
pushed shut the door, and once more she threw a few grains 
of incense on a braz^r before the goddess, and once more she 
sat dcfwn before her goddess, in the almost-darkness, to muse, 
to go away into the dreams of the goddess. 

It was Isis; but not Isis, Mother of Horns. It waf Isis 
Bereaved, Isis in Search. The goddess, in paintect marble, lifted 
her face and strode, one thigh forward, through the frail fluting 
of her robe, in the anguish of bereavement and of search. She 
was looking for the fragments of the dead Osiris, dead and 
scattered asunder, dead, tom apart, and throw n in fragments 
over the wide world. And she myst find his hands and his 
feet, his heart, Jiis thighs, his head, his beliy, she must gather 
him together and fold her arms round tfie re-assembled body 
till it became warm again, and roused to life, and could 
embrace her, and could fecundate her womb. Anft the strange 
rapture and anguish of search went on through the yeprs, as 
she lifted her throat # and her hollowed eyes looked inward, in 
the tormented ecstasy of seeking, and the delicate navel of her 
bud-like belly showed through the frail, girdled robe with the 
eternal asking, asking, of her search^ *\nd through the years 
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she found him bit by bit. heart and head and limbs and body. 
And yet she had not found the last reality, the final clue to 
him, that alone could bring him really toack to her. For she 
was Isis of the subtle, lotus, the womb which waits submerged 
and in bud, waits for the touch of that other inward sun that 
streams its rays, from the loins of the male Osiris. 

This was the mystery the woman had served alone for 
seven years, since she was twenty, till now she was twenty- 
seven. Before, when she was ‘young* she had lived in the 
world, in Rome, in Ephesus, in Egypt. For her father had 
been one of Anthony’s captains and f .comrades, had fought 
with Anthony and had stood With him when Caesar was 
murdered, and through to the days of shame. Then he had 
come again across to Asia, out of favour with Rome, and had 
been killed in the mountains beyond Lebanon. The widow, 
having no favour to hope for from Octavius, had retired to her 
small property on the coast under Lebanon, taking her daughter 
from the world, a girl of nineteen, beautiful but unmarried. 

When she was young the girl had known Caesat, and had 
shrunk from his eagle-like rapacity. The golden Anthony had 
sat with her many a half-hour, in the splendour of his gfjeat 
limbs and glowing manhood, and talked witfi her of the 
philosophies and the gods. For he was fascinated as a child 
by the gods, though he mocked at them and forgot them in 
his own vanity. But he said to her: 

"I have sacrificed two doves for you, to Venus, for I am 
afrafd you make-no offering to the sweet goddess. Beware you 
Will offend he*t. Come, why is the flower of you so cool with- 
in? Does never a ray nor a glance find its way through? Ah, 
come, a maid should opeA to the sun, when the sun leans 
towards her to caress her.” 

And the big, bright eyes of Anthony laughed down on her, 
bathing her in his glow. And she felt the lovely glow of his 
male beauty and his* amorousness bathe all her limbs and her 
body. But it was as he said : the very flower of her womb was 
cool, was alpiost cold, like a bud in shadow of frost, for all 
the flooding of his sunshine. So Anthony, respecting her father, 
who loved her, had left her. 

And it had always been the same. .She saw many men, 
young and old. And on the whole, she liked the old ones best, 
for they talked to her still and sincere, and did not expect her 
to^open like a floWer ft* the sun of their maleness. Once she 
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asked a philosopher: “Are all women born to be given to 
men?” To which the old man answered slowly: 

“Rare women waifc for the re-bom man. For the lotus, as 
you know; will not answer to all the bright heat of the sun. 
But she curves her dark, hidden head in' the depths, and stirs 
not. Till, in the. night, one of these rare, invisible suns that 
have been killed and* shine no more, rises among the starifin 
unseen purple, and like the violet, sends its rare purple rays 
out iflto the night. To these^e lotus stirs as to a caress, and 
rises upwards through the flood,* and lifts dp her bent head, 
and opeftis with an expansion such as no other flower knows, 
and spreads her sharp *raya of bliss, and offers her soft, gold 
depths such as no other flower possesses, to the penetration of 
the flooding, violet-dark sun that has died and risen and makes 
no show. But for the golden brief day-suns of show such as 
Anthony, and for the hard winter suns of power, such as 
Caesar, the lotus stirs not, nor will ever stir. Those will only 
tear open the bod. Ah, 1 tell you, wait for the re-born and 
wait for tfce bud to stir/ 

So she had waited. For all the men were soldiers or 
politicians in the Roman spell, assertive, manly, splendid 
apjferently but of an ir,vard meanness, an inadequacy. And 
Rome and Egypt alike had left her alone, unroused. And she 
was a woman to herself, she would not give herself for a 
surface glow, nor mSrry for reasons. She would wait for the 
lotus to stir. 

And then, in Egypt, she had found Isis, in whom she spelled 
her mystery. She had brought Isis to the shorespof Sidon, and 
lived with her in the mystery of search; whilst her mother, 
who loved affairs, controlled the $mall estate and the slaves 
with a free hand. 

When the woman had roused from her muse and risen to 
perform the last brief ritual to Isi s fc she replenished the lamp 
and left the sanctuary, locking the door. In the outer world, 
the sun had alfeady set, and twilight \fras chill among the 
humming trees, which hummed still, though the wind was 
abating. 

A stranger in a dark, broad hat rose from the cornu pf the 
temple steps, holding his hat in the wind. He was dark-faced, 
with a black pointeerbeard. “Oh, madam, whose shelter may 
I implore?” he said to the woman, who stood in her yellow 
mantle on a step above him, beside a«pink-tind-white painted 
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pillar. Her face was rather long and pale, her dusky, blonde 
hair was held under a thin gold net. She looked down on the 
vagabond with indifference. It was thj, same she had seen 
watching the slaves. 

“Why come you down from the road?” she asked. 

“I saw the temple like a pale flower on thecoast, and would 
reft among the trees of the precincts, if the lady of the goddess 
permits/* 

“It is Isis in Search/* she said,, answering his first question. 

“The goddess is great/* ho replied. 

She looked at him still with mistrust. There was a faint, 
remote smile in the dark eyeL lifted tt> her, though the face 
was hollow with suffering. The vagabond divined her hesita- 
tion, and was mocking her. 

“Stay here upon the steps," she said. “A slave will show 
you the shelter/* 

"The lady of Egypt is gracious.*' 

She went down the roqky path of the humped peninsula in 
her gilded sandals. Beautiful were her ivory feet, beneath the 
white tunic, and above the saffron mantle' her dusky-blonde 
head bent as with endless musings. A woman entangled in 
her own dream. The man smiled a little, half bitterly, and^sat 
again on the step to wait, drawing his mantle round him, in 
the cold twilight. 

At length a slave appeared, also in hodden grey. 

“Seek ye the shelter of our lady?” he said insolently. 

“Even so.” # 

“Then comt.” 

With the brusque insolence of a slave waiting on a vaga- 
bond, the young fellow le<? through the trees and down into 
a little gully in the rock, where, almost in darkness, was a 
small cave, with a litter of the tall heaths that grew on the 
waste places of the coast, under the stone-pines. The place was 
dark, but absolutely silent from the wind. There was still a 
faint odour of goats? 

“Here sleep*! 3 said the slave. “For the goats come no more 
on this half-island.’ And there is water!” He pointed to a 
little basin of rock where the maidenhair fern fringed a drip- 
ping mouthful of water. 

Having scornfully bestowed his patfonage, the slave de- 
parted. The man who had died climbed out to the tip of the 
neninsula, where < the i^ave thrashed. It was rapidly getting 
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dark, and the stars were coming out. The wind was abating 
for the night. Inland, the steep grooved up-slope was dark to 
the long wavering outline of the crest against the translucent 
sky. Only' now and then a lantern flickered towards the villa. 

The man who had died went back to *the shelter. There he 
took bread from, his leather pouch, dipped it in the water of 
the tiny spring, and slowly ate. Having eaten and washed^iis 
mouth, he looked once more at the bright stars in the pure 
wind^ sky, then settled the hsath for his bed. Having laid his 
hat and his sandals aside, arid put his pouch under his cheek 
for a piftow, he slept, tor he was very tired. Yet during the 
night the cold woke him pinching wearily through his weari- 
ness. Outside was brilliantly starry, and still windy. He sat 
and hugged himself in a sort of coma, and towards dawn went 
to sleep again. 

In the morning the coast was still chill in shadow, though 
the sun was up behind the hills, when the woman came down 
from the villa towards the goddess. The sea was fair and pale 
blue, lovety in newness, and at last the wind was still. Yet the 
waves broke whitfe in the many rocks, and tore in the shingle 
of the little bay. The woman came slowly towards her dream. 
Yef she was «ware of pa interruption. 

As she followed the little neck of rock on to her peninsula, 
and climbed the slope between the trees to the temple, a slave 
came^down and stoofl, making his obeisance. There was a faint 
insolence in his humility. ‘‘Speak!” she said. 

“Lady, the man is there, he still sleeps. La^y, may I spemk?” 

“Speak!” she said, repelled by the fellow. 

“Lady, the man is an escaped malefactor.” 

The slave seemed to triumph i« imparting the unpleasant 
news. 

“By what sign?” 

“Behold his hands and feet! Wijl the lady look on him?” 

“Lead on!” 

The slave led* quickly over the mound* of the hill down to 
the tiny ravine. There he stood aside, and the" woman went 
into the crack towards the cave. Her heart beat a littlp. Above 
all, she must preserve her temnle inviolate. 

The vagabond was asleep with his cheek on his scrip, his 
mantle wrapped rouftd him, but his bare, soiled feet curling 
side by side, to keep each other warm, and his hand lying 
clenched in sleep. And in the pale^kin eff his feet usually 
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covered by sandal-straps, she saw the scars, and in the palm 
of the loose hand. 

She had no interest in men, particularly in the servile class. 
Yet she looked at the sleeping face. It was worn, hollow, and 
rather ugly. But, a tfue priestess, she saw the other kind of 
beauty in it, the sheer stillness of the deeper life. There was 
evdh a sort of majesty in the dark brows, over the still, 
hollow cheeks. She saw that his black Hair, left long, in con- 
trast to the Roman fashion, was touched with grey tfP the 
temples, and the black pointed beard had threads of grey. But 
that must be suffering or misfortune, for the man was young. 
His dusky skin had the silvery* glisten 6i youth still. 

There was a beauty of much suffering, and the strange calm 
candour of finer life in the whole delicate ugliness of the face. 
For the first time, she was touched on the quick at the sight of 
a man, as if the tip of a fine flame of living had touched her. 
It was the first time. Men had roused all kinds of feeling in 
her, but never had touched her with the flame-tip of life. 

She went back under the rock to where the slave, waited. 

“Know!" she said. “This is no malefactor,* but a free citizen 
of the east. Do not disturb him. But when he comes forth, 
bring him to me; tell him I would speak with him.” 

She spoke coldly, for she found slaves invariably, repellent, 
a little repulsive. They were so embedded in the lesser life, 
and their appetites and their small consciousness were % little 
disgusting. So she wrapped her dream round her and went to 
the temple, where a slave girl brought winter roses and 
jasmine for the altar. But to-day, even in her ministrations, 
she was disturbed. 

The sun rose over the hill, sparkling, the light fell 
triumphantly on the little pine-covered peninsula of the 
coast, and on the pink temple, in the pristine newness. The 
man who had died woke pp, and put on his sandals. He put 
on his hat too, slung his scrip under his mantle, and went out, 
to see the morning irf all its blue and its new gold. He glanced 
at the little yellow-and-white narcissus sparkling gaily in the 
rocks. Apd he saw the slave waiting for him like a menace. 

“Master!" said the slave. "Our lady would speak with you 
at the' house of Isis.” 

“It is well,” said the wanderer. 

He went slowly, staying to look at the pale blue sea like a 
flower in unruffl&l blaqpi, and the white fringes among the 
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rocks, 'like white rock-flowers, the hollow slopes sheering up 
high from the shore, grey with olive trees and green with, 
bright yoyng wheat* and set with the white, small villa. All 
fair ana pure in the January moruing. • 

The sun fell on the comer of the temple, he sat down on the 
step in the sunshine, in the infinite patience of waiting. *He 
had come back to life, but not the same life that he had left, 
the Hie of little people and .the little day. Re-born, he was in 
the other life, the greater day pf the human consciousness. 
And ^e was alone and apart from the little day, and out of 
contact with the daily people.# Not yet had he accepted the 
irrevocable noli me tangere which separates the re-born from 
the vulgar. The separation was absolute, as yet here at the 
temple he felt peace, the hard, bright pagan peace with 
hostility of slaves beneath. 

The woman came into the dark inner doorway of the temple 
from the shrine, and stood there, hesitating. She could see the 
dark figure of the man, sitting in that terrible stillness that was 
portentouS to her, had something almost menacing in its 
patience. 

She advanced across the outer chamber of the temple, and 
the man, becoming awaie of her, stood up. She addressed him 
in Greek, but he said : 

“Madam, my Gretk is limited. Allow me to speak vulgar 
Syriaft.* 

“Whence come you? Whither go you?” she asked, \*yth a 
hurried preoccupation of a priestess. 

“From the east beyond Damascus — and I go west as tfte road 
goes,” he replied slowly. 

She glanced at him with sudden' anxiety and shyness. 

“But why do you have the marks of a malefactor ?” she 
asked abruptly. 

“Did the Lady of Isis spy upon rfte in my sleep ?” he asked, 
with a grey waariness. * 

“The slave warned hie — your hands and feet-. ” she said. 

He looked at her. Then he said : 

“Will the Lady of Isis allow me to bid her farewell, and go 
up to the road? M 

The wind came ir*a sudden puff, lifting his mantle and his 
hat. He put up his hand to hold the brim, and she saw again 
’the thin brown hand with its scar. 

“SeeJ The scar!” she said, pointirij 
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“Even so!” he said. “But farewell, and to Isis my homage 
and my thanks for sleep/* 

He was going. But she looked up at Him with h$r wonder- 
ing blue eyes. 

“Will you not look at Isis?'* she said, with sudden impulse. 
And something stirred in him, like pain. 

“Where then?’* he said. 

“Come ! ’* 

He followed her into the ymer shrine, into the almost-dark- 
ness. When his eyes got used to the faint glow of the lamp, 
he saw the goddess striding like a^shipi, eager in the swirl of 
her gown, and he made his obeisance. 

“Great is Isis!** he said. “In her search she is greater than 
death. Wonderful is such walking in a woman, wonderful the 
goal. All men praise thee, Isis, thou greater than the mother 
unto man/* 

The woman of Isis heard, and threw incense on the brazier. 
Then she looked at the man. 

“Is it well with thee here?** she asked him. # “Has Isis 
brought thee home to herself?*’ 

He looked at the priestess in wonder and troi^le. 

“I know not/* he said. 

But the woman was pondering that this was the lost Osiris 
She felt it in the quick* of her soul. Acd her agitation was 
intense. 1 

Hg; would not stay in the close, dark, perfumed shrine. He 
went out agam to the morning, to the cold air. He felt some- 
thing approaching to touch him, and all his flesh was still 
woven with pain and the wild commandment : Noli me 
tangere\ Touch me not! bh, don’t touch me! 

The woman followed into the open with timid eagerness 
He was moving away. 

“Oh, stranger, do not ge>! Oh, stay a while with Isis!*’ 

He looked at her, at her face open like a flower, as if a sun 
had risen in her soul. And again his loins stirred. 

“Would )4QU detain me, girl of Isis?** he said. 

“Stay! 1 I am sure you are Osiris!’* she said. 

He ‘laughed suddenly. “Not yet!*’ he said. Then he looked 
at her wistful face. “But I will sleep another night in the cave 
of the goats, if Isis wills it/* he added. 

She put her J^ands^ together with a priestess’s childish 
happiness. 



THE MAN WHO DIED 


33 


“Ahl Isis will be glad!'* she said. 

So he went down to the shore in great trouble, saying to 
himself: “Shall I gire myself into this touch? Shall I give’ 
myself into this touch ? Men have tortured me to death with 
their touch. Yet this girl of Isis is a tender flame of healing. 

1 am a physician, yet I have no healing like the flame of this 
tender girl. The flange of this tender girl! Like the first jTale 
croyyg of the spring. How could I have been blind to the heal- 
ing and the bliss in the crocfis-like body of a tender woman ! 
Ah, tenderness! More terrible ^nd lovely than the death I 
died— — ” 

He pried small sheil-tish c Trom the rocks, and ate them with 
relish and wonder for the simple taste of the sea. And in- 
wardly he was tremulous, thinking: “Dare I come into touch? 
For this is farther than death. I have dared to let them lay 
hands on me and put me to death. But dare I come into this 
tender touch of life? Oh, this is harder ” 

But the woman went into the shrine again, and sat rapt in 
pure muse, through the long hours, watching the swirling 
stride of the yearning goddess, and the navel of the bud-like 
bejly, like a seal on the virgin urge of the search. And she 
gave herself® to the woman-flow and to the urge of Isis in 
Search. ■ 

Towards sundowg she went on the peninsula to look for 
him.* And she found him gone towards the sun, as she had 
gone the day before, and sitting on the pine-needles at the foot 
of the tree, where she had stood when first she saw him* Now 
she approached tremulously and slowly, afraicPlest he did not 
want her. She stood near him unseen, till suddenly he glanced 
up at her from under his broad hfft, and saw the westering sun 
on her netted hair. He was startled, yet he expected her. 

“Is that your home?” he said, pointing to the white, low 
villa on the slope of olives. 

“It is my mother’s house. She is a widow, and I am her 
only child/' 

“And are these all her slaves?” 

“Except those that are mine.” 

Their eyes met for a moment. 

“Will you too si^to see the sun go down?” he said. 

He had not risen to speak to her. He had known too much 
pain. So she sat on the dry brown pine-needles, gathering her 
saffron mantle round her knees. A ^fc.t w coming in, out of 
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the open glow into the shadow of the bay, .and slaves were 
lifting small nets, their babble coming off the surface of the 
water. 

“And this is home to you,” he said. 

“But I serve Isis in SearcH,” she replied. 

He looked at her. She was like a soft, musing cloud, some- 
how remote. His soul smote him with passion and compassion. 

“Mayst thou find thy desire, maiden,” he said, with sujLden 
earnestness. 

“And art thou not Osiris ? ,% she asked. 

He flushed suddenly. 

“Yes, if thou wilt heal me!’’' he^aid. “For the death aloof- 
ness is still upon me, and I cannot escape it.” 

She looked at him for a moment in fear from the soft blue 
sun of her eyes. Then she lowered her head, and they sat in 
silence in the warmth and glow of the western sun : the man 
who had died, and the woman of the pure search. 

The sun was curving down to the sea, in grand winter 
splendour. It fell on the twinkling, naked bodies of the slaves, 
with their ruddy broad hams and their small black heads, as 
they ran spreading the nets on the pebble beach. The ^11- 
tolerarit Pan watched over them. All-tolerant ?ln should be 
their god for ever. 

The woman rose as thQ sun’s rim dipped, saying : 

“If you will stay, I shall send down victual and coveiing.’ 

“The lady your mother, what will she say?” 

The woman of Isis looked at him strangely, but with a tinge 
of misgiving. 

rt It is my own,” she s_aid. 

“It is good,” he said, smiling faintly and foreseeing diffi- 
culties. 

He watched her go, with her absorbed, strange motion of 
the self-dedicate. Her dun.head was a little bent, the white 
linen swung about her ivory ankles. And he f saw the naked 
slaves stand to look St her, with a certain wo'nder, and even 
a certain mischief. But she passed intent through the door in 
the wall, pn Che bay. 

The man who had died sat on at the foot of the tree over- 
looking the strand, for on the little shore everything happened. 
At the small stream which ran in rounci the comer of the 
property wall, women slaves were still washing linen, and 
now and again c#me tfaf hollow chock! chock! chock! as 
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they beat it against the smooth stones in the dark little hollow 
of the pool. There was a smell of olive refuse on the air; and 
sometimes still the •tfaint rumble of the grindstone that was 
milling the olives, inside the garden, and the sound of the 
slave calling to the ass at the mill. Then through the doorway 
a woman stepped, a. grey-haired woman in a mantle of whitish 
wool, and there followed her a bare-headed man in a togS, a 
Roman : probably her steward or overseer. They stood on the 
high shingle above the sea, 'and cast round a rapid glance. The 
broad-hammed, ruddy-bodied slaves bent absorbed and abject 
over The nets, picking them clean, the women washing linen 
thrust their palms with energy down on the wash, the old 
slave bent absorbed at the water’s edge, washing the fish and 
the polyps of the catch. And the woman and the overseer saw 
it all in one glance. They also saw, seated at the foot of the 
tree on the rocks of the peninsula, the strange man silent and 
alone. And the man who had died saw that they spoke of 
him. Out oi the little sacred world of the peninsula he looked 
on the common world, and saw it still hostile. 

The sun was touching the sea, across the tiny bay stretched 
tl|f shadow of the opposite humped headland. Over the 
shingle, novf blue and < old in shadow, the elderly woman trod 
heavily, -in shadow too, to look at the fish spread in the flat 
basket of the old man crouching at .the water’s edge: a naked 
old' Slave with fat nips and shoulders, on whose soft, fairish- 
orange body the last sun twinkled, then died. The old slave 
continued cleaning the fish absorbedly, not looking upt as if 
the lady were the shadow of twilight falling an him. 

Then from the gateway stepped two slave-girls with flat 
baskets on their heads, and from one basket the terra-cotta 
wine-jar and the oil-jar poked up, leaning slightly. Over the 
massive shingle, under the wall, came the girls, and the woman 
of Isis in her saffron mantle stepped in twilight after them. 
Out at sea, thj sun still shone. Here was shadow. The mother 
with grey head stood at the sea’s edge and watched the 
daughter, all yellow and white, with dun blonde head, swing- 
ing unseeing and unheeding after the slave-girR, towards the 
neck of rock of the peninsula; the daughter, travelling in her 
absorbed other-world. And not moving from her place, the 
elderly mother watched that procession of three file up the 
rise of the headland, between the trees, and disappear, shut 
in by trees. No slave had lifted a^i^ad <to look. The grey- 
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haired woman still watched the trees where hpr daughter had 
disappeared. Then she glanced again at the foot of the tree, 
Where the man who had died was still sitting, inconspicuous 
now, for the sun had § left him; and only the far bla'de of the 
sea shone bright. It* was ’evening. Patience! Let destiny 
move ! 

The mother plodded with a stamping stride up the shingle : 
not long and swinging and rapt, like the daughter, but S^prt 
and determined. Then down tlfe rocks opposite came two 
naked slaves trotting with huge bundles of dark green on their 
shoulders, so their broad, nake<J legs twyikled underneath like 
insects' legs, and their heads were Mdden. They came trotting 
across the shingle, heedless and intent on their way, when 
suddenly the man, the Roman-looking overseer, addressed 
them, and they stopped dead. They stood invisible under their 
loads, as if they might disappear altogether, now they were 
arrested. Then a hand come out and pointed to the peninsula. 
Then the two green-heaped slaves trotted on, towards the 
temple precincts. The grey-haired woman joined «he man, 
and slowly the two passed through the door again, from the 
shingle of the sea to the property of the villa. Then the ojd, 
fat-shouldered slave rose, pallid in the shadow, A^ith his tray 
of fish from the sea, and the woman rose from the pool, 
dusky and alive, piling th£ wet linen in a # heap on to the flat 
baskets, and the slaves who had cleaned the net gathered its 
whitish folds together. And the old slave with the fish-basket 
on hif shoulder, and the women slaves with the heaped baskets 
of wet linen oif their heads, and the two slaves with the folded 
net, and the slave with oars on his shoulders, and the boy with 
the folded sail on his arm, gathered in a naked group near the 
door, and the man who had died heard the low buzz of their 
chatter. Then as the wind wafted cold, they began to pass 
through the door. 

It was the life of the little day, the life of little people. And 
the man who had die<3 said to himself: “Unless we encompass 
it in the greater day, and set the little life in the circle of the 
greater lifp, all is disaster.” 

Even the tops of the hills were in shadow. Only the sky 
was still upwardly radiant. The sea was a # vast milky shadow. 
The man who had died rose a little stiffly* and turned into the 
grove. 

There was no orfe at<*be temple. He went on to his lair in 
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the rofck. There, the slave-men had carried out the old heath 
of the bedding, swept the rock floor, and were spreading with 
nice art the myrtle> then the rougher heath, then the soft; 
bushy heath-tips 6n top, for a bed. Over it all they put a well- 
tanned white ox-skin. The maids had laid folded woollen 
covers at the head of the cave, and the wine-jar, the oil-jar, a 
terra-cotta drinking-cup and a basket containing bread, S51t, 
ch^ssg, dried figs and eggs stood neatly arranged. There was 
also a little brazier of ^harcbal. The cave was suddenly full, 
and ^dwelling-place. 

The woman of Isis f stood in^the hollow by the tiny spring. 

Only one slave at a timt could pass. The girl-slaves waited 
at the entrance to the narrow place. When the man who had 
died appeared, the woman sent the girls away. The men-slaves 
still arranged the bed, making the job as long as possible. But 
the woman of Isis dismissed them too. And the man who had 
died came to look at his house. 

“Is it well/" the woman asked him. 

“It is*very well,” the man replied. “But the lady, your 
mother, and he who is no doubt the steward, watched while 
th£ slaves brought the goods. Will they not oppose you?” 

“I have nfy own portion ! Can I not give of my own? Who 
is going To oppose me and the gods?” she said, with a certain 
soft fury, touched f with exasperatign. So that he knew that 
her Wbther would oppose her, and that the spirit of the little 
life would fight against the spirit of the greater. And he 
thought: ‘Why did the woman of Isis relinquish her portion 
in the daily world ? She should have kept her^oods fiercely ! ’ 

“Will you eat and drink?” she said. “On the ashes are warm 
eggs. And I will go up to the fneal at the villa. But in the 
second hour of the night I shall come down to the temple. 
O, then, will you come too to Isis?” She looked at him, and 
a queer glow dilated her eyes. This was her dream, and it was 
greater than lyrself. He could not bear to thwart her or hurt 
her in the least thing now. She was in the full glow of her 
woman's mystery. 

“Shall I wait at the temple?” he said. 

“O, wait at the second hour and I shall come.” He heard 
the humming supplication in her voice and his fibres quivered. 

“But the lady, your mother?” he said gently. 

The woman looked at him, startled. 

“She will not thwart me!” she 
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So he knew that the mother would thwart the daughter, for 
the daughter had left tier goods in the hands of her mother, 
who would hold fast to this power. 

But she went, and the man who had died lay reclining on 
his couch, and ate tlie eggs from the ashes, and dipped his 
bread in oil, and ate it, for his flesh was. dry : and he mixed 
wifte and water, and drank. And so he lay still, and the lamp 
made a small bud of light. 

He was absorbed and enmeshed in new sensations. The 
woman of Isis was lovely to 'him, not so much in form as in 
the wonderful womanly glow ^>f her. §uns beyond suns had 
dipped her in mysterious fire, the ftiysterious fire of a potent 
woman, and to touch her was like touching the sun. Best of all 
was her tender desire for him, like sunshine, so soft and still. 

"She is like sunshine upon me," he said to himself, stretch- 
ing his limbs. “I have never before stretched my limbs in such 
sunshine, as her desire for me. The greatest of all gods granted 
me this.” 

At the same time he was haunted by the fear of «the outer 
world. “If they can, they will kill us,” he said to himself. 
“But there is a law of the sun which protects us.” 

And again he said to himself : “I have riseif naked and 
branded. But if I am naked enough for this contact, I have 
not died in vain: Before l was clogged.” f 

He rose and went out. The night was chill and starry, ^fld of 
a great wintry splendour. “There are destinies of splendour," 
he saW to the night, “after all our doom of littleness and mean- 
ness and pain.’* 

So he went up silently to the temple, and waited in dark- 
ness against the inner wall, 'looking out on a grey darkness, 
stars, and rims of trees. And he said again to himself : “There 
are destinies of splendour, and there is a greater power.” 

So at last he saw the light of her silk lanthorn swinging, 
coming intermittent between the trees, yet cpming swiftly. 
She was alone, and hear, the light softly swishing on her 
mantle-hem. Afid he trembled with fear arid with joy, saying 
to himself; ‘Tam" almost more afraid of this touch than I was 
of death. For I am more nakedly exposed to it.” 

“I am here. Lady of Isis,” he said softly ^out of the dark. 

“Ah!” she cried, in fear also, yet in rapture. For she was 
given to her dream. 

She unlocked th«*docy»’9f the shrine, and he followed after 
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her. Then she latched the door shut again. The air inside was 
warm and close and perfumed. The man who had died stood 
by the closed door a^pd watched the woman. She had come, 
first to the goddess. And dim-lit, the goddess-statue stood 
surging forward, a little fearsome like a great woman-presence 
urging. 

The priestess did not look at him. She took off her saffnm 
mantle and laid it oh a low couch. In the dim light she was 
bar?5ftned, in her girdled white tunic. But she was still hiding 
herself away from him. He stood.back in shadow and watched 
her softly fan the brazier and fling on incense. Faint clouds of 
sweet aroma arose on*the «ir. She turned to the statue in the 
ritual of approach, softly swaying forward with a slight lurch, 
like a moored boat, tipping towards the goddess. 

He watched the strange rapt woman, and he said to him- 
self: "I must leave her alone in her rapture, her female 
mysteries.” So she tipped in her strange forward-swaying 
rhythm before the goddess. Then she broke into a murmur 
of Greek,, which he could not understand. And, as she mur- 
mured, her swaying softly subsided, like a boat on a sea that 
grows still. And as he watched her, he saw her soul in its 
aldheness, and its female difference. He said to himself : “How 
different she is from me, how strangely different! She is afraid 
of me, and my male difference. She is getting herself naked 
and sl«ar of her feflr. How sensitive and softly alive she is, 
with a life so different from mine ! How beautiful with a soft, 
strange courage, of life, so different from my courage of death ! 
What a beautiful thing, like the heart of a ros*. like the core 
of a flame. She is making herself completely penetrable. Ah ! 
how terrible to fail her, or to trespass on her ! ” 

She turned to him, her face glowing from the goddess. 

“You are Osiris, aren’t you?” she said naively. 

“If you will," he said. 

“Will you letjsis discover you ? * Will you not take off your 
things?” 

He looked at the woman, and lost his breath. And his 
wounds, and especially the death-wound through his belly, 
began to cry again. 

"It has hurt so much!” he said. “You must forgive Tne if I 
am still held back.’’ 

But he took off his cloak and his tunic and went naked 
towards the idol, his breast panting^vith the sudden terror 
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of overwhelming pain, memory of overwhelming pain, and 
grief too bitter. 

. “They did me to death ! ” he said in excuse of himself, turn- 
ing his face to her for a moment. 

And she saw the ghost of the death in him as he stood there 
thin and stark before her, and suddenly she was terrified, and 
sh* felt robbecl. She felt the shadow of fhe grey, grisly wing 
of death triumphant. 

“Ah, Goddess/’ he said to th & idol in the vernacufcrf?* “I 
would be so glad to live, if you would give me my clue 
again.” 

For her again he felt desperate, faced f 6y the demand of life, 
and burdened still by his death. 

“Let me anoint you!” the woman said to him softly. “Let 
me anoint the scars! Show me, and let me anoint them!” 

He forgot his nakedness in this re-evoked old pain. He sat 
on the edge of the couch, and she poured a little ointment 
into the palm of his hand. And as she chafed his hand, it all 
came back, the nails, the holes, the cruelty, the unjust cruelty 
against him who had offered only kindness. The agony of in- 
justice and cruelty came over him again, as in his death-hour. 
But she chafed the palm, murmuring : “What v^as tom be- 
comes a new flesh, what was a wound is full of fresh life; 
this scar is the eye of the violet.” 

And he could not help Smiling at her, in«her naive priestess’s 
absorption. This was her dream, and he was only a dream- 
object to her. .She would never know or understand what he 
'was. Especially she would never know the death that was 
gone before in him. But what did it matter? She was different. 
She was woman: her life agd her death were different from 
him. Only she was good to him. 

When she chafed his feet with oil and tender, tender heal- 
ing, he could not refrain from saying to her: 

“Once a woman washed my feet with tears, and wiped them 
with her hair, and poured on precious ointment” 

The woman of Isis looked up at him from her earnest work, 
interrupted again."- 

“Were they hurt then?” she said. “Your feet?” 

“No, ‘no! It was while they were whole.” 

“And did you love her?” 

“Love had passed in her. She only wanted to serve,” he 
replied. “She had freen^ prostitute.” 
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"Ana aia you let her serve you?" she asked. 

“Yea." 

"Did you let her serve vou with the corpse of her love?" 

"Ay!" 

Suddenly it dawned on him: 1. asked* them all to serve me 
with the corpse of their love. And in the end I offered them 
only the corpse of n\y love. This is my body — take and ea>- 
my corpse 

id shame went through him. ‘After all/ he thoughtVI 
wanted them to love with deadiodies. Lf I had kissed Judas 
with Sve love, perhaps he would never have kissed me with 
death. Perhaps he lofed ijie iti the flesh, and I will that he 
should love me bodylessly, with the corpse of love ' 

There dawned on him the reality of the soft, warm love 
which is in touch, and which is full of delight. "And I told 
them, blessed are they that mourn," he said to himself. "Alas, 
if I mourned even this woman here, now I am in death, I 
should have remain dead, and I want so much to live. Life 
has brought me to llvs woman with warm hands. And her 
touch is more to me now than all my words. For I want to 
live " 

•Go thendto the goddess!" she said softly, gently pushing 
him towards Isis. And as he stood there dazed and naked as 
an unborn thing, he heard the woman murmuring to the 
goddess, murmuring* murmuring with a plaintive appeal. She 
was stooping now, looking at the scar in the soft flesh of the 
socket of his side, a scar deep and like an eye sore witl* end- 
less weeping, just in the soft socket above the hip. It was here 
that his blood had left him, and his essential seed. The woman 
was trembling softly and murmuring in Greek. And he in the 
recurring dismay of having died, and in the anguished per- 
plexity of having tried to force life, felt his wounds crying 
aloud, and the deep places of the body howling again: "I 
have been murjlered, and I lent* myself to murder. They 
murdered me,4mt I lent myself to murder " 

The woman, silent now, but quivering, laid oil in her hand 
and put her palm over the wound in his right side. He winced, 
and the wound absorbed his life again, as thousands of times 
before. And in the dark, wild pain and panic of his conscious- 
ness rang only one €ry : "Oh, how can she take this death out 
of me? She can never know! She can never understand! She 
can never equal it! . . ." 
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In silence, she softly rhythmically chafed the scar with oil. 
Absorbed now in her priestess’s task, softly, 'softly gathering 
■power, while the vitals of the man howled in panic. But as 
she gradually gathered power, and passed .in a girdle round 
him to the opposite scar, gradually warmth began to take the 
place of the c^ld terror, and he felt : ‘1 am going to be warm 
agfcin, and I am going to be whole! I shall be warm like the 
morning. I shall be a man. It doesn’t need understanding.^ It 
needs newness. She brings me newness ’ 

And he listened to the faint, ceaseless wail of distress of his 
wounds, sounding as if for ever under the horizons of his 
consciousness. But the wail \<as growing dim, more dim. 

He thought of the woman toiling over him : ‘She does not 
know! She does not realise the death in me. But she has 
another consciousness. She comes to me from the opposite 
end of the night.’ 

Having chafed all his lower body with oil, having worked 
with her slow intensity of a priestess, so that the sound of his 
wounds grew dimmer and dimmer, suddenly she put Jier breast 
against the wound in his left side, and her arms round him, 
folding over the wound in his right side, and she pressed him 
to her. in a power of living warmth, like the folds of a riter. 
And the wailing died out altogether, and there was a stillness, 
and darkness in his soul, unbroken, dark stillness, wholeness. 

Then slowly, slowly, ih the perfect darkness of his inner 
man, he felt the stir of something coming. A dawn, a new 
sun. $\ new sun was coming up in him, in the perfect inner 
darkness of himself. He waited for it breathless, quivering 
with a fearful hope. . . . “Now I am not myself. I am some- 
thing new . . .” 

And as it rose, he felt, with a cold breath of disappoint- 
ment, the girdle of the living woman slip down from him, the 
warmth and the glow slipped from him, leaving him stark. 
She crouched, spent, at the teet of the goddess, hiding her face. 

Stooping, he laid 'his hand softly on her warm, bright 
shoulder, and the shock of desire went through him, shock 
after shock, so that he wondered if it were another sort of 
death : blit full of magnificence. 

Now all his consciousness was there in the crouching, 
hidden woman. He stooped beside her and caressed her softly, 
blindly, murmuring inarticulate things. And his death and his 
passion of sacrifice werg, all as nothing to him now, he knew 
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only thfe crouchipg fullness of the woman there, the soft white 
rock of life. . . . “On this rock I built my life.” The deep- 
folded, pepetrable rtxk of the living woman ! The woman, ' 
hiding her face. Himself bending over, powerful and new like 
dawn. 

He crouched to her, and he felt the blaze of his manho^fi 
and his power rise up in his loins, magnificent, 
risen ! " 

Magnificent, blazing indomitable in the depths of his loilS, 
his owg sun dawned, and sent it£ fire running along his limbs, 
so that his face shone ^mconsciyusly. 

He untied the string orf the linen tunic and slipped the 
garment down, till he saw the white glow of her white-gold 
breasts. And he touched them, and he felt his life go molten. 
‘‘Father!*' he said, “why did you hide this from me?" And he 
touched her with the poignancy of wonder, and the marvellous 
piercing transcendence of desire. “Lo!" he said, “this is beyond 
prayer." It was the deep, interfolded warmth, warmth living 
and penetrable, the woman, the heart of the rose ! My mansion 
is the intricate warm rose, my joy is this blossom ! 

<2ie looked up at him suddenly, her face like a lifted light, 
wistful, tender, her eyes like many wet flowers. And he drew 
her to his breast with a passion of tenderness and consuming 
desire, and the last tjiought : ‘My hoyr is upon me, I am taken 
unaw^fes ’ 

So he knew her, and was one with her. 

Afterwards, with a dim wonder, she touched the great Oscars 
in his sides with her finger-tips, and said : 

“But they no longer hurt?” 

“They are suns!" he said. “They shine from your torch. 
They are my atonement with you." 

And when they left the temple, it was the coldness before 
dawn. As he closed the door, he looked again at the goddess, 
and he said : ‘^, Isis is a kindly goddejs; and full of tender- 
ness. Great gods are warm-hearted, and have tender god- 
desses." 

The woman wrapped herself in her mantle ami wpnt home 
in silence, sightless, brooding like the lotus softly shutting 
again, with its golc^core full of fresh life. She saw nothing, 
for her own petals were a sheath to her. Only she thought: 
*1 am full of Osiris. I am full of the risen Osiris ! . . .’ 

But the man looked at the vivid stJfc before dawn, as they 
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rained down' to the sea, and the dog-star gijeen towards the 
sea's rim. And he thought: ‘How plastic it is, how full of 
' curves and folds like an invisible rose gf* dark-petalled open- 
ness that shows wheje the dew touches its darkness! How 
full it is, and great beyond all gods. How it leans around me, 
and I am part*of it, the great rose of Space. -I am like a grain 
orits perfume, and the woman is a grain of its beauty. Now 
the world is one flower of many petalled darknesses, andj^m 
inlts perfume as in a touch.’ c : m 

So, in the absolute stillness and fullness of touch, he slept in 
his cave while the dawn came, And af^er the dawn, the wind 
rose and brought a storm, with cold rain. So he stayed in his 
cave in the peace and the delight of being in touch, delighting 
to hear the sea, and the rain on the earth, and to see one wjiite- 
and-gold narcissus bowing wet, and still wet. And he said: 
“This is the great atonement, the being in touch. The grey 
sea and the rain, the wet narcissus and the woman I wait for, 
the invisible Isis and the unseen sun are all in touch, and at 
one." 

He waited at the temple for the woman, and she came in 
the rain. But she said to him : 

“Let me sit awhile with Isis. And come to fne, will you 
come to me, in the second hour of night?" 

So he went back to thf. cave and lay in stillness and in the 
joy of being in touch, waiting for the wontfan who woutehcome 
with the night, and consummate again the contact. Then when 
nighf came tKe woman came, and came gladly, for her great 
yearning, too? was upon her, to be in touch, to be in touch 
with him, nearer. 

So the days came, and the Mights came, and days came again, 
and the contact was perfected and fulfilled. And he said : “I 
will ask her nothing, not even her name, for a name would set 
her apart." c 

And she said to herself : “He is Osiris. I s^sh to know no 
more." 

Plum blossotn J)lew from the trees, the time of the narcissus 
was past, aifemones lit up the ground and were gone, the 
perfume of bean-field was in the air. All changed, the blossom 
of the universe changed its petals and swung round to look 
another way. The spring was fulfilled, a contact was estab- 
lished, the man and the woman were fulfilled of one another, 
and departure wai ip J^air. 



THE MAN WHO DIED 


4 S 

One day he mflt her under the trees, when the’ morning sun 
was hot, and the pines smelled sweet, and on the hills the last 
pear blossom was scattering. She came slowly towards him, 
and in her gentle lihgering, her tender hanging back from him, 
he knew a change in her. 

“Hast thou conceived?’' he asked her. 

“Why?” she said. \ 

“iihqy art like a tree whose green leaves follow the blossom; 
full of sap. And there is a withdrawing about thee.” 

“It i%so,” she said. “I am with 'young by thee. Is it good?” 

“Yea ! ” he said. “How should it not be good ? So the nightin- 
gale calls no more from th5 valley-bed. But where wilt thou 
bear the child, for I am naked of all but life?” 

“We will stay here,” she said. 

“But the lady, your mother?” 

A shadow crossed her brow. She did not answer. 

“What when she knows?” he said. 

“She # begins to know.” 

“And wtmld she hurt you?” 

“Ah, not me! What I have is all my own. And I shall be 
big^vith Osiris. . . . But thou, do you watch her slaves.” 

She looketf at him, and the peace of her maternity was 
troubled by anxiety. 

“Let not your heart be troubled!” Jie said. “I have died the 
death # obce.” 

So he knew the time was come again for him to depart. 
He would go alone, with his destiny. Yet not alone, fof the 
touch would be upon him, even as he left his Touch on her. 
And invisible suns would go with him. 

Yet he must go. For here oi? the bay the little life of 
jealousy and property was resuming sway again, as the suns 
of passionate fecundity relaxed their sway. In the name of 
property, the widow and her slaves.would seek to be revenged 
on him for th^read he had eaten, and the living touch he 
had establishecCthe woman he had delighted in. But he said: 
“Not twice! They shall not now profane the totich in me. My 
wits against theirs.” 

So he watched. And he Vnew they plotted. So he moved 
from the little cave^md found another shelter, a tiny cove of 
sand by the sea, dry and secret under the rocks. 

* He said to the woman : 

“I must go now soon. Trouble to jne from the 
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slaves. But I am a man, and the world is open. But ‘what is 
between us is good, and is established. Be at peace. And when 
the nightingale calls again from your v/»lley-bed, I shall come 
again, sure as spring ” 

. She said: "O, don’t go! Stay with me on half the island 
and I will build a house for you and me under the pine trees 
by the temple, where we can live apart. 1 ’ 

Yet she knew that he would go. And even she wajjted^thf 
cdolness of her own air aroufid her, and the release from 
anxiety. 

"If I stay,” he said, "they w;ll betray r me to the Romans and 
to their justice. But I will never bfe betrayed again. So when 1 
am gone, live in peace with the growing child. And I shall 
come again : all is good between us, near or apart. The suns 
come back in their seasons : and I shall come again.” 

"Do not go yet," she said. "I have set a slave to watch al 
the neck of the peninsula. Do not go yet, till the harm shows.” 

But as he lay in his little cove, on a calm, still night, he 
heard the soft knock of oars, and the bump of a boat against 
the rock. So he crept out to listen. And he heard the Roman 
overseer say : 

“Lead softly to the goat’s den. And LysippuS shall throw 
the net over the malefactor while he sleeps, and we will bring 
him before justice, and tfie Lady of Isis shall know nothing of 
it. ...” *' 

The man who had died caught a whiff of flesh from the 
oiled and naked slaves as they crept up, then the faint perfume 
of the Romafh He crept nearer to the sea. The slave who sat 
in the boat sat motionless, holding the oars, for the sea was 
quite still. And the man who had died knew him. 

So out of the deep cleft of a rock he said, in a clear voice : 

"Art thou not that slave who possessed the maiden under 
the eyes of Isis ? Art thou not the youth ? Speak ! ” 

The youth stood up in the boat in terroSv, His movement 
sent the boat bumping against the rock. The slave sprang out 
in wild fear, and fled up the rocks. The man who had died 
quickly seized the boat and stepped in, and pushed off. The 
oars were yet warm with the unpleasant warmth of the hands 
of the slaves. But the man pulled slowly out, to get into the 
current which set down the coast, and would carry him in 
silence. The high coast was utterly dark against the starry 
night. There was Lo< 3 J&ijner from the peninsula : the priestess 
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came no more at night* The man who had died rowed slowly 
on, with the current, and laughed to himself: “I have sowed 
the seed of my life ancj my resurrection, and put my touch for- 
ever upon 1 the choice' woman of this day, and I carry her 
perfume in my flesh like essence of roseS. She is dear to me 
in the middle of my being. But the gold and flowing serpent 
is coiling up again, to sleep at the root of my tree/’ 

“So let the boat carry me. To-morrow is another day." 



